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One 


Author's Notes: 
Another AU ladies and gents! | wanted to write a story that revolved around the rock universe, but different 
from other things |\'ve read. This starring none other than the boys from Maiden and | hope enjoy it! Since 


this is a brand new story your opinions would be excruciatingly helpfull 


It had been a very long day at the studio. Steve sighed as he closed the door of his empty house. It felt so 
empty without Lorraine and the kids. He sighed again as another spike of pain went through his chest. She had 
been okay with this lifestyle before so what made things so different now? After all, she had stuck around for 
nearly twenty years. Being a rock star wasn't easy, she had to know that he didn't want to be away from her 
as often as he was, but music was what made him happy? Wasn't marriage about sacrifice? Wasn't love about 
seeing someone the person closest to you happy? To see them thrive and enjoy life? It couldn't have just been 
about the lifestyle; something else was going on, he just knew it. 


Steve shook his head as the tears formed and he made his way to the kitchen. He had a new pass time now 
that he was going through a divorce, drinking. He couldn't really bring himself to play football, it just reminded 
him of all the times he kicked the ball around with his girls, Lorraine laughing and cheering them on. 


Poor Lauren, Maisie, and Kerry. They didn't deserve to go through this, if this was hard on him, he could only 

imagine the toll this will have on them. He got a beer out of the fridge and popped it open, then took a sip. If it 
took until his dying breath, he was going to at least have joint custody of his girls. Summer break was a week 

away so that gave him the relief that they won't struggle in school due to problems at home. 


The worst part had to be the looks of sympathy that he got from his bandmates. Janick and Dave were the 
worst when it came to that, he knew that they snuck glances at him before shaking their heads and it only 
succeeded in ticking him off. Nicko tried to make him smile or laugh, but it usually just ended in a 
uncomfortable silence, Steve in no mood to joke about anything. Adrian tried to get him to talk about it, but 
seriously, who wanted to talk about their wife leaving them? Paul seemed to be the only one who got him, he 
and the singer frequented a good amount of pubs and liquor stores, getting lost in the world of alcohol. 


His girls flashed through his mind again, what kind of example was setting for them? If he was going to get 
custody of them then he would have to stop getting pissed all the time, but the booze was the only thing that 
kept him from going insane. He opened the fridge and took out the twelve pack that awaited him. He took a long, 
yearning look at it before sighing and making his way up to the bedroom; he could stop later. 


NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA NAN 


Bruce sighed as he left the soup kitchen. His pride was way too high for the looks of pity the volunteers gave 
him as he had moved through the line, but common sense won out, so he just kept his head down as he ate 
with the rest of the poor and homeless. 


He had lost his job last year and his apartment soon after. To survive, he had to sell all of his belongings, but 
the money didn't last long. Soon, he was wandering the streets, his growling stomach was the only company he 
had and he would stumble constantly due to the beginnings of malnutrition. 


He looked down at his clothes, he was a mess; a white shirt that was far from white now, tattered shorts 
that he got out of a pile of discarded clothes, Summer was coming up and the temperatures would be 
unforgiving for those who wore pants of any kind, and his trainers were damn near ran through. His skin held 


all kinds of grime and dirt on it and his hair was disgusting at best. 


He was only in his mid-twenties, he was supposed to be in his prime right now. But life dealt him a hand that 
offered no rewards. He couldn't turn to his family, they were all the way in Worksop and it would be a cold 
day in hell before he was able to make the trip all the way up there from Essex. He was completely alone, and 


he was sure that things were going to get way worse before it got better. 


He snorted. How in the bloody hell could it get much worse than this? 


Shaking his head he started walking in the direction to his right, heading for the alleyways near the hotels. 
Time to find a somewhat decent place amongst the trash and God knows what else to settle for the night. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
Second chapter up! Read € Review please! Enjoy! 


Steve smiled as he opened his front door, he had heard the doorbell ring and had rushed down to get it, only 

to be tackled by three enthusiastic girls. He looked up to see a car pull off and sighed; Lorraine wouldn't even 
come up to the door with the girls, she hated him that much. After the girls climbed off of him, he managed 
to pull himself up and he looked at his girls, who had abandoned their bags in their attempt to maul him. 


Lauren, his oldest. She turned thirteen not so long ago, and she was very mature for her age. When she saw 
people come up to him for autographs, she would roll her eyes and say something embarrassing and highly 


untrue like "He wears curlers to bed! How heavy metal it that?" or that "He sings opera in the shower!". 


Kerry, the middle child. She was going to turn nine soon, and she was a little on the shy side. Her face had a 
bad habit of flushing for no reason, much like his own. She sat back and observed everyone and she was quick 


to defend anyone that she loved or argue, or ‘discuss’ as she called it, for something she believed in or wanted. 


Maisie, his youngest. Of the three girls, she was the most outgoing, it probably had to do with the fact that 

she was just three years old and still had the innocent ideal that everyone and everything was her friend, but 
she was very smart for her age. She shared his love of football and was the first to suggest it when the day 
was sunny and Steve didn't have to go to the studio or prepare for a tour. And her smile was as infectious as 


her laugh. 

He leaned down and kissed Lauren on the cheek, rustled Kerry's hair, and picked Maisie up and spun her around; 
her giggles and squeals making everyone else smile and laugh as well. Tucking her on his hip, he looked at the 
other two. 

"Blimey, you all are growing up too fast for this old bloke." 

"You're not old dad, you're just..." Kerry started. 


"Mature." Lauren finished. 


"Old!" Maisie yelled, squeaking when Steve dove his hand in her ribs and tickled her. After she pleaded for 
mercy he stopped and looked back at the other two. 


I'm supposed to meet the rest of the guys in Rivenhall End for a press conference after that | was thinking 
we could go on vacation" he said; he had about a month to spend with the girls before the custody trial began. 


"How long is it?" Kerry asked, 


"The conference is on Friday, but they have us set in the hotel for three days so | thought we would head out 


there now. And then we come back here for another day or two before heading to Hawaii for two weeks." 
"Hawaiilll" the girls squealed. 

"Yes, Hawaii." he chuckled. 

‘OF course we'll go." Lauren replied. 

"We haven't gotten to spend much time with you at all." Kerry added. 

"We like you better." Maisie voiced quietly. 

Steve felt his heart clench as the other two nodded in agreement. Whatever he was about to say was 


interrupted by a honking noise, signalling that their ride was here. He gently put Maisie down and grabbed as 
many bags as he could, the two eldest girls picking up the rest and the family headed towards the waiting car. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Steve thanked the driver as he and the girls got out of the car. They had settled in earlier that day, and they 
found out the guys weren't there yet, so they went sight-seeing for a while. Then they stopped at a nearby 
restaurant to have lunch before heading back out to see what the rest of the town had to offer. It was now 
somewhere around five and they were heading back inside of the hotel, The Rivenhall. 


Steve got distracted by a small group of fans wanting autographs, and Lauren, Kerry, and Maisie were a little 
off to the side; he didn't want to sign anything at first, but Lauren said she could look after the other two 
while he took a couple of minutes to spend with the fans. The girls had spotted a bench not too far away from 
their father and plopped down, neither of them noticing the man that sat not too far from them on the 


ground. 


Maisie started to get agitated, and was starting fidget and sniffle. Lauren and Kerry tried to soothe her, but 
she was getting increasingly fussy. 


"What's wrong Maisie?" Lauren asked desperately. 
"There may be something wrong with her mouth." the man spoke. 


Kerry and Lauren looked at each other before eyeing the man cautiously, he looked very dirty and disheveled, 


but his eyes were soft and kind. 

"What?" Kerry questioned. 

"Check her mouth, there might be something wrong." he said. 
"Open your mouth Maisie." Lauren ordered. 


The girl obediently opened her mouth, then she stuck out her tongue. There was a little blood flowing from the 


side of it, and when Lauren inspected it, she found that there was a small tear. 
"She must have bit her tongue" Kerry said, looking over Lauren's shoulder. 

"Do you have anything cold?" said the man 

"Her cup is still cold, will that work?" Lauren asked, 

"Yeah, just hold it there for a few moments and she should be fine" he replied 


As Lauren got her cup out of the nappy bag beside them, Kerry turned her full attention to the man. "How did 


you know?" 


| had a lot of siblings growing up and | was the oldest. My parents worked a lot so | practically raised all of 


them from infants on up" 
"How many of each?" Kerry asked 

"Four brothers and three sisters” 

"Wow! 

The man smiled at the child's eyes, which were alight with wonder. And the girls thought they were in love, 
although crooked, the man's smile was bright, and dimples made their presence known on the sides of his 


mouth. 


"| like your smile." Maisie said as Lauren took the cup off of her tongue. "And thank you." she added, smiling as 


well. 
"Your welcome. And | like your smile too." 


For some reason, they felt drawn to the man. They didn't feel like the man was any threat to them; besides a 
hint of sadness, his eyes were open and trusting. 


"Are you girls ready to go? And who are you talking to?" Steve asked as he approached the trio. 

"Uh huh! And him!" Maisie pointed to the man. 

His thick brows furrowed and he looked at the man. He didn't know why, but his breath caught in his chest. It 

could have been the fact that the man had to be poor; he was absolutely filthy and he looked a bit thin. But if 
he was honest with himself, it was the soft, chocolate eyes entranced him. 

"He helped us!" Maisie went on. "He's nice!" 

"What did he do?" Steve asked cautiously, eyeing the man 

"The little one there bit her tongue and | just suggested that something be put on the cut" the man shrugged. 
"| didn't see anything, how did you know?" Steve inquired 

"He grew up with a lot of brothers and sisters and raised them himself!" Kerry exclaimed. 

"| like him! Can he come with us?" Maisie pleaded. 


"What?! Nol" Steve sputtered 


"Why not? He seems to know about kids and he could help you. Plus you have that conference, so he can look 
after us when you're there." Kerry protested. 


"And he could help you to keep us; we would have a caretaker when you are away or when you're busy with 
band stuff, so mum won't be able to take us away from you. Besides, | like him, too." Lauren stated quietly. 


‘lm not just going to let a random bloke watch over you girls. No offense, but | don't trust you around me 


daughters." 


"| would never harm a child, and | don't like women.like that." said the man, looking thoroughly embarrassed 


over the whole debate between the man and his daughters, which was blatantly about him. 


"What?" Steve's eyes widened slightly, not just because of the declaration itself, but the flutter of excitement 
in his chest when he said it. What was happening to him? 


"Come on Dad, please!" the girls begged. 
Steve couldn't help but smile. "They seem to really like you, even if they don't really know you." 


"To be honest, they remind me of my sisters. | like them, too." 


"None of us even know your name." 
"Bruce. Bruce Dickinson" the man said. 
"Even his name is awesome! Come on, Dad!" Kerry insisted. 


The man, Bruce, stood up. The soup kitchen should be open right about now, he wanted to go before it got too 
crowded. "| have to go now. So..bye | guess." 


"Don't leave!" Maisie cried, hopping from the bench before running over to the man and clinging to his leg. 
"Maisie!" Steve went over and pried her off of Bruce. "I'm sorry, | don't know what has gotten into her." 
The little girl looked on the verge of tears. 


"I don't think you're going to win, Dad. And sometimes, when it comes to us, you're hopeless.” Lauren said 


frankly. 


"| could be making one of the biggest mistakes in my life, but something tells me that you're an honest bloke. 
And if my girls like you." Steve sighed, "| suppose we could try this out.” 


The girls squealed. 

"| don't know." Bruce said, scratching the back of his head. 

"| do need help with them." Steve admitted softly. 

"0-okay.." he faltered off. 

"Steve. Steve Harris." 

| would shake your hand, but." 

"lts alright." 

"We should get your stuff! Then you can come with us!" Maisie gushed. 

There was a bit of an awkward moment that followed her statement, her brown knitting in confusion 
"Did | say something wrong?" she said, her voice small. 


"No little lady, you didn't. | just don't have anything in the way of ‘stuff." Bruce explained quietly, turning his 


head away in shame. 


"If we head on in, you could grab a shower. And | think | have some clothes that will fit you." Steve said, 
desperate to break the tense atmosphere. 


"Then you can meet my uncles!" Maisie announced, smile back in place as she turned towards the hotel. 


The group, led by the exuberant young girl, made their way inside; the men followed the trio of girls, neither 


man all too sure about the decision they just made. 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
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The clerk at the front desk eyed them as they went through the lobby, she smiled at the three girls and she 
flashed a flirtatious grin at Steve, it was only too obvious she knew who he was, but when she got a look at 
Bruce, her smile dropped and she scowled. Steve held back the swell of rage that threatened to consume him 


and managed to give her a false smile, while Bruce turned his head away in shame. 


He couldn't blame her; he was absolutely filthy, he looked slightly malnourished, and it was pretty obvious that 
he was homeless. As shallow as it sounded, his kind had no business in a five star hotel. In fact, he was being 
stared at by everyone they passed as they headed to the elevator. Maisie frowned, she didn’t like the way 


people were looking at him; she slowed down until she was pacing next to Bruce and she grabbed his hand. 


Bruce fought the urge to pull back and looked down at the litle girl; she gave him a big smile, her eyes full of 
adoration and he couldn't help but smile back. Clutching her small hand tighter in his, the group made their 
way to the elevators and up to the suite that the Harris family stayed. 


RUN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NN NNN NNN 


Now he really knew that he wasn't supposed to be here. The suite was definitely for those who made big 
money; he would be lying if he said that he didn't know who Steve was, but he was a bit surprised because 
the suite didn't seem like something he would get. There was an area that was similar to a living room, several 
couches sat here and there with a large flat screen television in front of them. There was a section that was 


obviously a separate kitchen area, if the stove, fridge, and other fixtures were anything to go by. 
There were three doors on either ends of the room, Steve pointed at that the one of the doors led to the 
girls‘ bedroom and the other one led to their bathroom. The room on the opposite side was his, and it had a 


bathroom of its own. 


"This was one of the very few that had two bedrooms. Why don't you girls go watch the telly for a bit?" 


Steve said as he urged the girls towards the living room. 
"But." Kerry and Maisie said in unison. 


"Come on you two, they have to go do grown up stuff” Lauren admonished, pushing her sisters along. 


Steve flushed slightly, and Bruce grinned at his embarrassment, maybe she could have found a different way 


to word that. 


While the girls got settled in, Steve and Bruce made their way into Steve's bedroom. Bruce's eyes widened as 
he took it all in; the room looked very cozy, the patterns on the wall resembling brick, a dresser with a built in 
mirror sat on the far left and a couple of guitar cases and travel bags sat on the other side, and at the 
center of the room was a king sized bed that sat on a very thick, wooden platform, no doubt for the girls to 


climb up on, with a side table on each side, one had a lamp on it and the other had drawers built in. 


Steve pointed towards a door on the far end of the room. "That's the bathroom. Towels, razors and everything 


else is already in there." 


Bruce crossed the room and made his way inside the room and his eyes widened even more; there was a large 
tub in the center of the room and a large, black shower sat in the corner, a tinted glass surrounding it. He 
definitely didn't belong here. He sighed, shedding his disgusting and tattered clothes and making his way towards 


the shower. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Steve was shocked to find that he could barely take his eyes off the man that emerged from bathroom. He 
was now squeaky clean, not the grimy and dirty man he had seen in front of the hotel, his face soft and clean 
shaven, and his hair fell down in a soft brown curtain; no trace was to be found of the gnarled mess that 
barely made it past the nape of his neck. His body was broad and he had muscle, if his legs and shoulders 
were anything to go by, even though they seemed to be less defined, most likely due to not getting a proper 
meal for however long he went without one. He tore his eyes away before he noticed anything else, what the 


fuck was wrong with him? 


"| don't know if they will fit mate, but its the closest thing | got to your size." he said, holding out a set of 


clothes for him to wear. 

"It's better than nothing." Bruce chuckled as he took them out of Steve's hand. 

He was a couple of inches shorter than himself, Steve thought before giving himself a mental slap. He 
respectfully turned as Bruce got dressed; his face turning beet red when Bruce snickered and mentioned that 
they both had the same parts, so it wasn't anything he hadn't seen before. 

"All done." Bruce said as he pulled the shirt over his head 


"Too loose? Too tight?" Steve asked. 


"Its a bit snug, but I'll manage." 


"Listen, about what you said earlier." Steve began 
"About what?" 

"You..being..y'know?" 

"Gay?" 

"Yeah." 

Bruce bristled. "If you have a problem with that-" 
"Nol | don't have a problem! l'm just a bit.curious.." 
"Curious about what? Me having stuff up my bum?" 
"No! Well, kind of." 


Bruce's eyes narrowed slightly. "You look very uncomfortable. I'm not attracted to every bloke | meet. Is that 
what's bothering you?" 


Steve's could feel his face heat up. 

Bruce chuckled. "Are you attracted to every woman you meet?" 
"No" 

‘Its the same for a gay person" 

"I still have a couple of questions though." 

"About your daughters or me?" 


"| don't know why, but | feel like me daughters are just as safe with you as they are with me. | want to ask 


about you." 
"What do you want to know?" 
"You're just going to let me ask anything?" 


"After walking around in rags and accepting scraps from soup kitchens, | don't have a lot to be embarrassed 


about anymore." 


"Do you know who | am?" 

"I had an album or two. That's why it surprised me that you would let me anywhere near you or your kids." 
"Why did you agree to this?" 

"Your girls seem like good kids and you looked like you needed a bit of help. That and | haven't had real contact 
with other people in ages; when you're homeless, people either treat you with pity or don't even look in your 
direction." 

"Why did you lose your job?" 

"| stood up for a friend" 

"Care to explain?" 

Bruce opened his mouth to answer, but a tiny knock on the door interrupted whatever he was about to say. 
Maisie cautiously poked her head in "Can we have Bruce now?" she asked, pouting. 

Bruce looked to Steve and he nodded. "OF course, little lady." 

Bruce walked over to the little girl and hauled her up in his arms, tickling her as he walked towards the living 


room. Steve smiled as he heard the squeals of his youngest daughter and the giggles of the other two. Content 
for the first time since the start of his divorce, Steve left the bedroom and closed the door behind him. 


Four 
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The two men didn't really have much of a chance to talk after Maisie's appearance, the girls soaking up as 
much time with Bruce as they could. As the day continued to pass by, Bruce found that he was getting more 
and more attached to the girls, and Steve just sat back and watched the group interact, feeling glad that he 


had made the decision to keep Bruce around while they were in town. 


When it was bedtime the girls vehemently protested, saying that they should be able to stay up so they could 
continue to bond more with their new caretaker. Steve rolled his eyes and immediately shot that theory down, 
telling them that they had spent most of the day ‘bonding’ with Bruce and that they play again tomorrow. 
Sulking, the girls climbed into their beds; Lauren in one and Kerry and Maisie in the other. With a hug from 
Bruce and a kiss from their father, the girls‘ heads barely hit the pillow before they were asleep, the day of 
fun taking its toll on them. 


Steve pulled the door shut behind him and glanced at Bruce. His eyes were cast down and he shifted from foot 


to foot nervously while twiddling his thumbs. Steve's mind cranked a million miles an hour before he sighed. 


"Look, | don't have enough sheets and whatnot for you to take the couch and the bed is big enough for both 


of us to sleep without..touching. So | guess | don't mind sharing." 


"You don't have to do that. | can sleep on the couch, | don't want to intrude on your personal space and I've 


spent more than enough nights without blankets and what have you." 
"| know | don't have to. | offered to." 


Deciding that debating where he was going to sleep was not a good idea, especially after this man helped him 
off the streets, if only for a little while, he nodded. 


"If you insist, then okay.” 


The pair made their way to Steve's bedroom, Steve walking over and turning on the lamp so they could see 
where they were going; Bruce closing the door behind them. They undressed in silence, both facing away from 
the bed as they shed their clothes. Steve climbed in first, reaching over and turning off the lamp as Bruce slid 
in on the other side, both as far away from the other as they could get without being in danger of falling off 


the bed. 


No one said much of anything, both men finally falling asleep in the slightly uncomfortable silence. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


The sun had barely broke through the sky when Steve shifted closer to the center of the bed. Feeling the 
warmth of a body next to his, he smiled in his sleep and wrapped an arm around the person's waist, and 
snuggling closer. In his dreams, he and Lorraine were in the middle of their bed back in Essex. He turned her 
over on her side and gently shifted behind her, lifting her leg up and positioning himself at her entrance. He 
groaned as he slipped inside of her and began to thrust his hips. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Bruce tensed as he felt Steve flush against him; he also felt something hard settle between the crack of his 
arse and he bit back a groan as he felt his cock twitch to life. He heard a soft sound behind him and the arm 
around him tightened as he started to buck up against him. Bruce bit his lip as Steve's leg parted his own, his 


knee nudging up against his groin. 


NNN NNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


His soft grunts mixed in with the soft, musical sounds coming from his wife as he slowly picked up his pace. 
He nibbled on her neck as her moans got louder; Lorraine trying desperately to meet his thrusts, but the 


position they were in prevented most of her movement. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Bruce let out a soft whimper as he began to thrust his cock against Steve's knee, grinding his teeth as he 
fought to keep quiet. Suddenly, the leg was ripped away and he was turned onto his back. He tried to say 
something, but it was obvious that Steve was still in a semi-unconscious state and was locked in whatever 
reality that his brain was creating. The words died on his lips as Steve began to thrust his hips, their cocks 
grinding together harshly. 


NNN NNNNN NNN NNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Now flat on her back, Lorraine cried out as he hit her sweet spot; she wrapped her arms and legs around him 
as his pace got jerkier, his orgasm near. Her cries and moans getting steadier and louder as she reached 


towards hers as well. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NN NNN NNN 


Bruce gave up all pretense of controlling himself, it had been too long since he had any type of sexual contact 
with someone, and he couldn't help clinging on to Steve as he began to thrust in return, whimpers and soft 


cries coming spilling from his mouth. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Lorraine came with a shout, her nails clawing down his back as her wet walls contracted around Steve's cock. 
Steve followed soon after her, a loud groan marking his release before he bit down on Lorraine's shoulder; a 


sharp thrust marking each spurt as he emptied himself inside of her. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


When he felt Steve bite into his shoulder, a soft mewl left his throat as he came; he vaguely heard Steve 
grunt as he came as well, warmth flooding their senses as their cum coated the front of their briefs. Through 
the haze of his orgasm, his ears picked up a strangled noise. Opening his eyes, he saw the absolute horror in 


Steve's as the dream-like haze left his eyes. 


Steve tore himself away from Bruce violently. He felt sick, not entirely because the fact that making love to 
Lorraine was only a dream, but the fact that he had just dry humped another man, 


"S-Steve.." Bruce started. 


"Why the fuck did you let me do that?" Steve whispered bitterly, making sure to keep his voice down, the last 


thing he needed was for the girls fo burst in and see what was happening, 

"You were the one that threw me down" Bruce shot back 

"You knew that | was not completely aware of what | was doing, but | can definitely tell you were!" 
"| didn't want to ruin anything for you" 

"RUIN anything?! 


"Keep your voice downl | figured you were probably dreaming about someone else and you were so engrossed 


in what you were doing.” 
Steve snorted. 


"That, and-" Bruce flushed, "It's been so long since I've..y'know..that | just couldn't help myself. If you want me 
to leave now, | understand and | will go as soon as possible." 


Steve closed his eyes and took a deep breath. "I'm not kicking you out. But we are both going to forget this 
ever happened. Got it?" 


"Got it" Bruce said softly, disappointment flooding through him. He was a fan of Steve's band, and he would be 


the first to admit, even though he had practically denied it the day before, that he was very attracted to the 


bassist. 
‘lm going to go shower." Steve tossed despondently behind him as he made his way to the bathroom. 


Bruce, crestfallen at the way Steve reacted, buried his face in his hands and tried to hold in the tears of 


fierce rejection. 


Five 
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Steve barely spared him a glance when he got out of the shower. He just went over to the dresser and pulled 
out a change of clothes, holding his towel in place with one hand. When he did look at Bruce, he gave him a 
pointed look. 

"Shower's free." 

‘AKA: | don't want to be naked anywhere near you in case you try something’ Bruce thought. He sighed and 
got up, making sure he wasn't looking in Steve's direction, he didn't want him to see the aftermath of a good 
sob session Bruce shuffled his way to the bathroom, defeated. He heard Steve move, but he didn't expect the 
calloused hand that gripped his bicep. He tilted his head in acknowledgement, but he still kept his gaze away. 
‘Look mate, I'm sorry about earlier." 

‘Its okay. | should have stopped you." Bruce said, his tone void of emotion. 

Steve's thick brows furrowed, he didn't like the sound of the smaller man's voice. Building up his courage, he 
reached out and cupped Bruce's cheek and urged him to look at him. He groaned when he got a view of the 
bloodshot eyes. 

"Bruce, | didn't mean to react like that. |-" 

"You have a problem with the way that | am. | get it Steve, wouldn't be the first time." 


"No, Bruce! I'm not offended by that! You love who you love! It was just that the dream was about my ex- 


wife!" 
"Oh" Bruce felt somewhat offended, but he guess he understood. 


"IF | get snippy with you it's just because of my divorce, it has nothing to do with you; it's not an excuse, it's 


just an explanation" 


"I'm sorry to hear about that." Bruce whispered. 


Whether Steve realized it or not, he was stroking the line of Bruce's jaw with his thumb. Bruce noticed this, 
but he couldn't tear himself away; instead, he stepped forward until they were nose to nose. All he had to do 


was lean up, or Steve could lean down OR Steve could thump him one. 


"There's nothing wrong with the way you are. Me kids like you, and to be honest, | like you too." Steve said 
softly. 


‘Just not the way | want you to! Bruce thought, he nodded in response to Steve's words. 


Steve leaned down a bit, their lips only a breath apart; his eyes took on a soft tinge, the dark brown orbs 
gentle. Steve brushed his lips against Bruce's and moved to press their lips together. 


‘Or maybe he does! Bruce's mind screamed joyfully. 

Just as Steve moved to fill the last bit of space between them, there was a knock on the door. 

"Dad! Are you up? And do you know where Bruce is?" Lauren's voice came through the door. 

Steve sighed and stepped away from Bruce. "I'm up! IIl be out there in a moment! And Bruce is in the shower!" 
"Alright. Ill get the stuff out for breakfast! 

The sound of footsteps fading out marked Lauren's departure. 

"You really should hit the shower. You got a little stain in the front of your knickers." Steve spoke quietly. 


"Seeing as they're yours, | don't have a problem with that!" Bruce snickered and ran into the bathroom when 


Steve made to go after him. 


‘I've got a chance! Bloody hell, I've got a chance! he thought as he shed his underwear and turned on the 
shower, a stupid grin on his face as he stepped into the spray. 


In the room, Steve sighed. He didn't know what go into him before Lauren interrupted him. He didn't go around 
kissing blokes, in fact, he didn't like blokes at alll But there was just something about Bruce.. 


Deciding now wasn't the best time to think about his sexuality, he got dressed and put some clothes out for 
Bruce before heading out of the room; after all, he had a conference to think about. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


Steve and the girls were seated at the small table in the hotel's kitchenette; he sat with little Maisie in his lap, 
Lauren to his left, and Kerry to his right. 


"Bruce!" the girls said as they waved at him. 


Bruce smiled and nodded at the girls before taking the spot across from Steve. After he piled his plate with 
eggs, bacon, and toast, Kerry nudge him with her foot. 


"What are we going to do today?" Kerry asked, grinning. 

"Umm, | don't really know." Bruce responded. 

"Think of something. Daddy has his conf-..confer-..thingy today!" Maisie said. 

Bruce looked at Steve, his expression one of confusion. "Conference? What conference?" 
"Press conference. That's why we're here. Kinda forgot to mention that.” 


"Dad, Uncle Nick called. He asked to borrow us from you, since, and | do quote, ‘he and the rest of the guys 


haven't seen us since Maisie stopped wearing nappies." Lauren announced. 
"| don't know about that" Steve said skeptically. 

"Uncle Nick's extra fun!" Kerry pouted. 

"| don't trust Nicko with you girls. For how long?" 


"He wants us to stay the night. He said that they are leaving tomorrow evening, so he wanted to spend some 


time with us." Lauren answered. 


"Your Uncle Nicko is very..destructive and a bad influence. I'm not sure | trust him around kids period, let alone 


me own." 


"You know Uncle Jan is going to be rooming with him; he's responsible enough, and Uncle Davey and Ade are 
staying right across from him, he told me to add those because he knew you would probably say no if it was 
just him" 


Reluctantly, Steve nodded. He just hoped that any damage Nicko and the girls caused wouldn't hurt his credit 
card too bad this time. The rest of the breakfast was spent in idle chatter, the girls making big plans on how 
they were going to spend time with Bruce before heading off to Nicko's. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Steve and Lauren sent the others off to the living room while they cleaned the dishes. Every now and then, 
Lauren would sneak a look at her dad while she dried off each dish. Steve sighed, he knew that she wanted to 


say something, and it was best to get it over with. 
"You look like you have something on your mind, kiddo." 


Lauren looked down and sighed before picking her head back up. "How long are we gonna have Bruce?" she asked 


softly. 
Steve paused, he hadn't thought about that. "l-I don't know, Lauren" 


"Can he come with us Dad, please? He makes things more..energetic. And even you seem more happy with him 


around." 
"| do?" 


"Yeah, you don't look as sad or pensive. | don't know if it's good to become attached to someone so quickly, but 
he isn't just a someone." 


"That we both can agree on" Steve sighed, "Let me think about it and talk to him. Three days is a short time 


to get to know someone." 
"That's all that we're asking, and to be frank, he has nowhere else to go." 
Fuck, he hadn't thought about that either. "He and | will have a little chat when you go off with Nick" 


Nodding, Lauren went back to drying the dishes, hoping that whatever decision her dad made, Bruce would be 
with them when they leave the hotel the day after tomorrow. 


Six 
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Bruce sighed as he sat the table for dinner. He had just sent the girls on their way with Nicko, and Steve was 
nowhere to be found He had asked Nicko where he was, but the drummer just shrugged and said he got a call 


after the conference and hasn't been seen since. That was at least two hours ago. 


After he placed all the food and utensils on the table, Bruce went into the living room and tried to watch the 
Telly. 


Another hour passed. 

And then another. 

And yet another. 

Bruce had given up all pretense of watching tv and his feet were aching after all the pacing he was doing. 
"Where the bloody hell is he?" Bruce muttered, "He just goes off and does whatever, without having the 
decency to tell someone where he was going. He just expects me to just sit here and worry my arse off until 
he gets here. Well | have a few words for him when he gets back, that's for sure." 

Bruce paused as he heard the lock on the door fumble, and his eyes narrowed as he heard mumbles on the 
other side. He took quick strides to the door and swung it open, Steve stumbling in as he lost his balance. Bruce 
was hit with the immediate stench of alcohol and fought the urge to gag. He closed the door and rounded on 
the bassist. 

"Where the hell were you?!" Bruce chastised. 

"Out" Steve slurred. 


"I figured that much! Why did you stay out so long without letting someone know where you're going?!" 


I'm a big boy. | c-can take care of meself." Steve shot back. 


"l expected you back as soon as the conference finished! | made dinner and everything!" 

| don't have time for this." Steve staggered over to his room. 

Bruce chased after him and grabbed his arm. "I was worried sick!" 

Steve snatched his arm away. "Like | said, | can take care of me~fucking-selfl" 

"What's wrong? Why are you like this?" Bruce asked quietly, "What happened?" 

Steve just stared at him for a few moments before something changed in his eyes. Suddenly, Bruce found 
himself up against the bedroom door and Steve's lips against his own. He whimpered as Steve shoved his 
tongue into his mouth, pressing his body even further into the door. The overwhelming taste of alcohol would 
have put him off if not for the underlying taste of Steve just below it. He groaned and gripped Steve's 
shoulders as he met the questing tongue eagerly. Steve shoved his arms behind him and wrapped them around 


Bruce's waist, moaning into the kiss. 


Somewhere in the back of his mind, Bruce knew this was wrong and he had to put a stop to it. With great 


reluctance, he tore his mouth from Steve's and pushed him back, but the hold around his waist remained. 
"Steve-" he bit his lip as Steve kissed his neck. "Steve! Stop!" 

Steve looked at him, his alcohol-dulled eyes laced with annoyance. 

"You're pissed. We shouldn't be doing this.” 

Steve snorted and went back to nipping on Bruce's neck. 

"Steve please-" 

His knees buckled as Steve sucked on a particular spot behind his ear. 

"Steve stop." he whimpered. 


Steve shoved his leg between Bruce's, his hardening cock brushing up against the lean muscles of the taller 


man's thigh. 
Bruce gave up; this was what he had wanted since he first got a glimpse of the bassist on the cover of one 
of his friend's heavy metal magazine. Despite his better judgement, he surrendered to the ministrations of the 


auburn haired man. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Bruce gasped as Steve's tongue lapped at his nipple; they had quickly moved the action into the bedroom, 
shedding their clothes hastily before falling onto the bed. He licked his way across the hair on Bruce's chest 
before closing his mouth around the other bud. Bruce sighed and arched into the moist heat of Steve's mouth. 
Bruce almost protested when Steve pulled away, kissing his way down Bruce's body. His hips bucked up as 
Steve's calloused hand wrapped around the base of his cock and began to wank him with slow, deliberate 
motions. He shuddered as Steve wrapped his lips around the head, taking in the salty essence leaking from the 
tip. 

Bruce groaned as Steve took him as far as he could, his hand stroking what he couldn't take in. The suction of 
the wet cavern combined with the pressure of the nimble fingers had Bruce struggling to breathe and to fight 
the urge to thrust upwards. Steve sucked harder and tightened his grip on Bruce's cock, Bruce panting as he 


felt his balls tighten. 


He was about to reach the point of no return when Steve clamped his thumb and index finger around the base 


of his cock, effectively cutting off his orgasm. 
"No! | was so close!" 

Steve bit his lip. "I don't have anything." 

"What are you talking about?" Bruce panted. 
Steve's face flushed. 


Bruce's brows furrowed, rising in surprise when comprehension dawned on him. "Oh. OH! Do you still have the 


shampoo? It should work just fine." 

Steve got up from the bed and quickly made his way into the bathroom, bringing the shampoo bottle with him 
when he returned. While he was gone, Bruce had shoved a pillow under his lower back and took deep breaths to 
relax himself. 

Steve bit his lip as he climbed back onto the bed; Bruce bent his knees, giving Steve full access to his hole. 

"| don't know what I'm doing here, Bruce." 

"Coat your fingers with the shampoo first." Bruce instructed. 

Steve popped the top of the bottle and did what Bruce said. 


"Now smooth some around the outside first.” 


Steve scooted forward and traced the outside of Bruce's pucker, coating it with the shampoo. 


"Push one of them in, do it slowly though, it's been a while." 


Steve's coordination was still a bit off, but he managed to push the tip of his finger into Bruce's hole, pumping 
it in and out of Bruce gradually until it was buried all of the way inside of him. 


"Hold on" 

Steve paused as Bruce adjusted to the intrusion of his arse. Sighing, he looked down at Steve. 

"Go ahead." 

Steve began to thrust his finger inside of Bruce, the smaller man biting his lip as the discomfort wore off. 
“Another one." 


Steve added a second finger, common sense telling him to twist and turn his fingers, opening him up enough to 


add a third, which he did without Bruce having to tell him. Eventually, Bruce grabbed his wrist. 
lm ready. Use the shampoo again and be careful." 


With shaky hands, Steve grabbed the bottle again and squeezed some of the cool liquid in his palm, closing it 
and tossing it off the bed He coated his cock with thick substance before positioning himself at Bruce's hole. 
With one last glance at Bruce, he pushed forward. 


Bruce closed his eyes and bit his lip, a whimper of pain leaving him as the blunt head breached his pucker. 
Just like he did with his fingers, he slowly pushed in and out until he was balls deep inside of Bruce. He then 
paused, waiting for the other male to adjust to his size. Taking a deep breath, Bruce nodded and wrapped his 
legs around Steve's waist. 


Then Steve began to move. He started out slow, trying to gauge Bruce's reactions and avoid hurting him. 
"lm not going to break Steve. Fuck me." Bruce demanded. 

Steve's eyes narrowed and he snapped his hips forward, Bruce shouting as Steve set a rough pace. He could 
vaguely hear the bed squeak in protest to their wild ride, Bruce thrusted his hips up to meet the stabs of 
Steve's cock, both groaning as it seemed to deepen Steve's strokes. Bruce's eyes widened and he let out a 
choked cry as the head of Steve's cock brushed across the swollen ridge inside of him. Steve stopped and 
stared at him, afraid that he had done something wrong. 

"Don't stop! Right there, keep going! Right there!" 


Steve's rhythm picked back up, making sure to keep his angle to where his cock slammed into Bruce's prostate. 


Bruce wrapped his arms around Steve's shoulder blades and buried his face in the hollow of his neck; his 


words of encouragement turning into senseless babble as the pleasure overtook him. 


Steve groaned as he continued to thrust into the clinging heat of Bruce's arse. Dear God, he was much tighter 
than Lorraine had ever been, and he gave back as good as he got, nipping at Steve's throat and tightening his 
passage as Steve pulled back. 


They both felt their balls draw up and it added an all new intensity to their frenzied rut. Bruce's eyes rolled to 
the back of his head as he keened, his cum coating their stomachs with each spurt of his cock. Steve followed 
soon after, his shout ringing out as he bathed Bruce's walls with his seed. Both men collapsed onto the bed, 
trying to catch their breaths after the mind-numbing orgasm they had just experienced. They blindly searched 
for each other's mouths, their lips locking in a final, smoldering kiss before Steve pulled out gently and rolled 
off of Bruce, promptly passing out as his head hit the pillow. 


Bruce sighed and got up, gingerly walking to the bathroom, grabbing a wash cloth and lightly wetting it before 
cleaning himself off. He came back into the room and climbed back onto the bed, cleaning Steve off as well and 
tossing the cloth in a random direction. He wrestled the sheets from under Steve before covering them both, 
gently resting his head on Steve's chest. He sighed, thinking about the consequences of what they just done and 
how badly it may affect them tomorrow as he drifted off to sleep. 
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Steve groaned softly as he peeled his eyes open, regretting it as soon as the rays of the sun attacked his 
eyes. He blinked sluggishly, slowly taking in his surroundings; he looked down, only to notice a mop of soft brown 
hair, covering the face of his bedmate. Smiling, he reached down and pushed some of the hair back from the 
pale face, surprise and horror running through him as he realized who it was, Bruce. 

He felt a surge of bile rise in his throat and he tore himself from Bruce, making a dash to the bathroom, just 
barely managing to flip the toilet seat before emptying his stomach. He heard footsteps behind him and hands 
ran through his hair, effectively keeping it out of the way as he threw up what he thought was everything he 
ate since the day he was born 

With one last spit, he sat back against the body behind him as an arm reached past him to flush the toilet. A 
miniature cup of mouthwash was handed to him and he gurgled it in his mouth for quite a few moments 
before spitting it into the bow. Finally composing himself, Steve spoke. 

"Please tell me we didn't do what | think we did." 

Bruce bristled. "Sorry to inform you, but we did" 

"Shite." 

Bruce felt a band of ice wrap around his chest. 

'| was bloody pissed and | fucked you." Steve stated, sounding mortified. 

"Pretty much." Bruce said quietly, feeling as if his world was about to crash once more. 

"Please tell me | didn't make a complete idiot of myself." 


"What?" Bruce questioned, brows furrowing in confusion 


"| wasn't lousy, was |?" 


Bruce burst out laughing, relief flooding his senses. "| thought you regretted what happened" he said after he 


managed to calm down. 
"You still didn't answer my question and you laughing doesn't exactly make me feel like man of the year, mate." 
"No. It was quite brilliant, actually." Bruce answered softly. 


"Thank fuck. | thought | was gonna die of embarrassment. | think we still have quite a bit of time before the 
girls come back, let's lay in for a bit." 


The two men got up and made their way back to the bed, Bruce walking and settling down rather carefully. 

"| didn't hurt you, did I?" Steve asked, worried 

"Dont worry, its always a bit painful the morning after. Not that lim complaining too much, mind you 

Steve wrapped his arms around Bruce as the smaller male laid his head on his chest. 

"What happened last night?" Bruce inquired 

Steve sighed. ‘Lorraine called me. Said she wanted to check up on the girls." he snorted, "But all she wanted to 


do was rub in the fact that she was with a new bloke and she made sure | was able to hear him in the 


background Then | realized | recognized the voice." 
"Who was it?" 
"It was her lawyer, who just so happened to have been one of me closest mates." 


"Fuck." 


Steve nodded. "After the call | was so angry, so | went to a nearby pub to blow off some steam. Ended up 
staying there for quite a bit, huh?" 


Bruce snorted. 
"Y'know," Steve paused for a second. "You never did tell me about how you lost your job." 
It was Bruce's turn to sigh. "I think | told you that | stood up for a friend, right?" 


Steve nodded. 


"She was being sexually harassed by a couple of our co-workers. | taped some of the big wigs making dirty 
comments to her and threatened to go public with it if they didn't leave her alone. Needless to say, when we 


both came to work the following day, someone else was already in our place." 
"How could they do that?" 


"Well, her mother was sick and she missed work a lot to look after her, so they used her absences as an 
excuse to fire her. And with me-" Bruce sighed again, "They said that a couple of co-workers were 


uncomfortable with me and had filed complaints and threatened to quit, so they say." 
"Huh?" 

"The co-workers were male." Bruce stated gently. 

"How did they know?" 

"| didn't tell anyone about my sexuality, so | didnt know how they found out! 

"What about your place?" 


| was able to stay in my apartment for another month or two with my savings. Too bad | didn't get the 


chance to." 
"What happened?" 


"This guy | was with wanted to go back to his place. Things got a bit heavy and before we knew it, we were in 
bed. What he didn't tell me was that he lived with his parents, and his dad came home earlier than he 
expected. He didn't tell me that neither of his parents knew he was gay and it was a bit of a shock to his old 
man to find him shagging another bloke." 


Steve bit his lip when Bruce paused. 


"He also didn't tell me that his dad owned the apartment complex where | was staying. He recognized me and 
told me to get out of his house and go get my shite from his building and that queers like me weren't 


welcome in decent society." 
"That's a fucked up reason to put someone out on the streets." 


"You're telling me. | had dried up my savings trying to keep the apartment and now | had no money and very 
few possessions. | had to sell them just to survive. One of them was a necklace given to me by my mum, she 
got it from her mum and passed it down to me. Then | got what little clothing | had stolen and it only got 
worse from there. Sleeping in rank alleyways, scrambling clothes out of the trash and whatnot, walking around 
dirty and getting weird looks from passers-by, and the only means of food | could get was from the local soup 


kitchen" Bruce finished sadly. 


Steve tightened his hold on Bruce. 


"And when | couldn't take it anymore, | plopped down next to a bench and contemplated on how to end it all. 


Then the girls sat down on the bench next to me and here | am." 

"You were going to.." Steve couldn't bring himself to finish. 

| wouldn't expect you to know what it's like to be homeless, with no solution or hope in sight" 
"Well, you shouldn't have to worry about that anymore." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"You're coming with us." 

"What?!" 

‘I'm not sending you back out on the streets. You can look after the girls when l'm not around." 
"A bloody nanny?" Bruce cocked a brow. 

"If you choose to look at it that way." 

"Why me?" 


"You said that you raised your brothers and sisters. That's experience, that being an only child, | don't have. 


The girls absolutely adore you. And-" Steve broke off, blushing. 
"And?" Bruce urged. 


‘| like you. | mean LIKE you, like you. I'm not really into blokes like that, but there is just something about you. | 


see more of the person you are, not what's between your legs." 
"What about the girls? What will they think?" 


"We'll cross that bridge when we get there." Steve replied, "And.! really want to give this a try." he added 
shyly. 


"Okay." 
"You'll come with me..us?" 


"Definitely. | adore the girls as much as you say they adore me. And I've wanted you since-" 


Thick brows raised. 

| saw you on the cover of one my mate's magazines.” Bruce flushed and Steve smirked. 

"So you know who | am?" 

"| would be a bit of a twit if | didn't” 

"You're a fan, huh?" 

"Don't get too full of yourself, mate." 

Steve chuckled and Bruce leaned up to peck him on the lips. Steve froze, hesitating before smiling shyly, and 


giving Bruce a more thorough kiss. Bruce sighed into Steve's mouth, wondering if all of this was just a dream, 
and if so, he didn't want to wake up only to find himself on the grimy ground of another alleyway. 
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For Steve and Bruce, most of the day was spent lounging in bed, talking and getting to know each other, little 
kisses shared here and there. They had taken the time to grab a shower before heading out of the bedroom 
and into the kitchen. 


"You weren't lying about the supper thing, huh?" Steve chuckled as he eyed the dried up and slightly moldy 
food. 


Bruce snorted and gave him a glare as an answer. 

Steve leaned down and gave him a sound kiss. "Sorry about that" 

Bruce grinned. "Consider it forgiven" 

The pair went about cleaning up the table and washing the dishes. Just as they finished up, they heard a 


commotion outside the door. At first they were puzzled, but their silent question was put to rest when they 


heard a loud knock followed by an equally as loud voice. 

"What ho chaps! Let us in!" Nicko bellowed. 

"Yeah! Let us in! Let us inl" the girls echoed. 

Steve made his way to the door and opened it, getting an armful of Maisie as soon as the door was wide 
enough. Laughing, Steve stepped out of the way as Kerry and Lauren came through, followed by Nicko, Janick, 
Dave, Adrian, and Paul. 

"Blimey Nick, you had to bring the whole gang with you?" Steve asked, 


"We're fine, Harry, thanks for asking. How are you? Great? That's wonderful." Dave said sarcastically. 


"You're not as funny as you think you are, Davey." Steve said as he reciprocated the hugs and kisses from his 
daughters. "Did you girls have fun?" 


"Uh huh. Lots and lots of fun!" Lauren responded. 


‘Bruciel" Maisie squealed as she darted towards Bruce as fast as her little legs could take her; Kerry sped 
right behind her and Lauren brought up the rear at a much more sedated pace. 


As the girls dragged Bruce off into the living room, the others looked at Steve, brows raised. 

"Who's the bloke?" Dave questioned. 

"His name is Bruce." Steve answered. 

"Where in the world did he come from?" Adrian asked. 

Aware of how odd it may have sounded, Steve replied, "Outside the hotel. Day before yesterday." 

"And now he's in here, lounging around the girls and whatnot?" Janick inquired. 

"Listen, | know it sounds crazy, but | trust Bruce. The girls really liked him and he poses no threat to them." 
"How can you say that? You've only known him for what? Two days?" Paul spoke. 

"| met ‘im yesterday. Doesn't seem like a bad sort" Nicko stated. "E was worried sick about you, mate." 
"Yeah. He gave me an earful when | got back." 

"What's he doing here?" Paul asked. 

"He's going to be looking after me girls. A nanny of sorts." 

"Seems like more than that to me." Adrian said. 

"What are you going on about, Ade?" 

"The way you looked at him when the girls ran over to him." 

Thick brows raised in question 


"You got this look in you eye and it wasn't entirely directed at the girls either." Adrian explained, scratching his 
chin. 


"We..well we ummm.." 


"Took advantage of the girls not being here?" Dave offered. 

Steve's face turned red. "If you lot have a problem with it-" 

"Why would we?" Janick asked. 

"Because you blokes didn't seem to be like that and-" 

"Where ‘ave you been all this time ‘Arry?" Nicko interrupted. 

"What are you talking about?" 

Steve's eyes widened as Nicko grabbed Janick's hand and Adrian gripped Dave's. 

"Well then" was all he could muster. 

"The only thing is, | thought you were way into birds." Paul said. 

"There's just something about him that | feel so attracted to. | can't really explain it" 


"And he's not bad to look at either." Nicko added, grunting when Janick gave his ribs a firm dig with his elbow, 
the others laughing as he rubbed the offended spot. 


Steve just flushed even further. 

"Anywho, we were wondering if you and the girls would like to grab supper at a nearby restaurant, that is, 
after we get formally acquainted with your ‘Brucie' over there." Dave said, making his way over to the living 
room. 

The rest trailed behind Dave, Paul bringing up the rear, his eyes narrowed and his jaw tight as he watched 
Steve sit down next to Bruce, giving his lower back a subtle rub as he settled down. Once they were all seated, 


all eyes turned to Bruce, who flushed under the scrutiny. 


"Well let me be the first to welcome you into the brood, I'm Nicko McBrain" Nicko broke the ice, shaking 
Bruce's hand when he held it out. 


The others followed his lead, each shaking Bruce's hand as they introduced themselves. 
"Dave Murray." 
"Adrian Smith." 


"Janick Gers." 


With the exception of the singer, who muttered "Paul Di'Anno" and continued to appraise Bruce. There was a 


slight tension as Bruce brought his hand down, which was quickly dispelled by the exuberant toddler. 
"Maisie Harris!" she squeaked as she held her hand out for Bruce to shake. 

Chuckling and smiling fondly at the little girl, Bruce shook her hand. 

"Bruce Dickinson. It's nice to meet all of you." 


The group chatted for a bit, Paul sitting out of the conversation, only answering when being directly spoken to. 


Before too long, the talking was interrupted by a loud sound. The source was Kerry's stomach growling. 
"Its food time!" she declared. 


Laughing, the group got up and made their way out of the room and soon, out of the hotel. Their mission: food 
time. 
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The group made its way towards the back of the restaurant where the larger tables were located. They chose 
a wide circular one; Bruce sat next to Steve, followed by Maisie, Lauren, Nicko, Janick, Paul, Adrian, Dave, and 
Kerry on Bruce's other side. The group chatted amongst themselves as they waited for someone to give them 
their menus; Maisie was content to hum and swing her feet in her highchair. 

Paul, who was seated across from the new couple, glared at the pair, but mostly Bruce. He had always sat 
next to Steve on occasions like these. He didn't like the way Bruce and Steve smiled at each other, or gave 
each other secret, loving looks, and he could tell that they were probably holding hands or some equivalent by 
how close their arms were. He still didn't understand the complete U-turn in Steve, he was the base definition 
of a heterosexual male, a lad. But in just two days time, he was comfortably shacked up with some random 


bloke, who came from God-knows-where and had God-knows-what type of diseases. 
Fingers snapped in his line of vision, and he shook his head to clear his mind. 
"What?" he asked. 

"What do you want to drink?" Janick asked. 


Paul looked over to see a waitress looking at him expectantly. "Oh, sorry luv. I'll have a coke." he requested, 


mindful of the young girls‘ presence at the table. 

"Thank you, sir. I'll be back in a moment with your drinks." the waitress said before departing. 
"What's up with you Paul?" Janick questioned quietly, "You've been in a funk since we left the hotel.” 
"Nothing's wrong." Paul snorted. 

"Bollocks, mate." 

"Just leave it alone!" 


The rest of the table fell silent and looked at the singer. 


"Is there something wrong, mate?" Steve asked. 

"Just a little on edge. Nothing serious." Paul muttered. 

"Are you sure?" Bruce pressed. 

Paul fought the urge to snarl. "Yes! I'm sure." 

Steve went to open his mouth once more, but Paul was spared by the return of the waitress. 


She passed out everyone's drinks, sitting the tall glasses in front of the older members of the group while 
Maisie got a little sippy cup. "Here are your drinks. Are you ready to order?" 


Steve looked around at the other people at the table before nodding. "Yes, yes we are." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Supper was full of laughter and catching up. The best moments were the "debates" between Nicko and Maisie 
which cracked the group up to no end. They spoke of what they planned to do once they left Rivenhall; the 
group's eyes widening, with the exception of the three girls, when they heard of Steve's plans to go to Hawaii. 
"We actually planned to head there ourselves for about a week" Adrian said, Dave nodding in agreement. 
"Well, we definitely ‘ave to go now!" Nicko nudge Janick in the ribs with his elbow, “Everyone else is going.” 

"It doesn't sound like a bad idea" Janick replied 

"We'll see you there then, eh?" Steve asked. 


"Quite possible. When are you heading out?" Dave spoke. 


"Well, | had planned on spending a couple of days at home first. But, we're just going to show Bruce the house 
and then we're off." 


Paul's mood seemed to get even darker when he heard that; the mere thought of Bruce sticking around was 
enough to make his stomach lurch in disgust. He disliked the man, with a serious passion. He didn't usually 
behave like this, but he went unnoticed to everyone, especially the bassist, when this bloke was around. 


"Well chaps, we gotta ‘ead back to the ‘otel! Plane leaves in about an ‘our and a ‘alfl" Nicko announced. 


"Aww! Unca Nick, why do you have to go so soon?" Maisie pouted. 


Nicko reached across the table and ruffled the little girl's hair. "Sorry little lady, Uncle Nick and Uncle Jan ‘ave 


some things to do before we meet you in Hawaii.” 

"Promise you'll be there? You too, Uncle Ade, Davey, and Paul." 

The others agreed enthusiastically while Paul nodded stiffly. 

Supper ended soon afterwards, the group making their way to the hotel before parting ways. 


NNN NNNNN NNN NNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Bruce and Steve were getting prepared to go to bed; they had put the girls to sleep and taken a shower soon 
after they got back, their plane would leave around noon-ish so they had to turn in rather early. 


"Hawaii, huh?" Bruce said as he dried his hair. 


"Yeah, we tour, go back into the studio, tour, studio, tour, studio, tour. Need a bit of a break y'know?" Steve 


answered as he unwrapped the towel from his hair and climbed into the bed. 

"And we're going to your place first?" 

"Yeah, and we need to go into town and get you your papers and such so you can travel and whatnot. We need 
to head to a doctor and get you checked out, as well. I'm a bit concerned because of what you went through 


physically and you could most likely be malnourished to some degree." 


"You're really going to do this, aren't you?" Bruce asked quietly as he got into bed, wrapping an arm around 
Steve's waist and lying his head on the bassist's chest. 


"Of course.” Steve answered as he circled his arms around Bruce, "I told you | wanted to try this thing out." 
"But how long? How long will you want to ‘try’ this out before you're done with me?" 


Steve sighed. "Honestly? | don't know, Bruce. The girls really enjoy having you around. More than almost 


everyone they've ever been around for an extended period of time." 
"Even..?" 


Steve nodded. "Even Lorraine. And to be frank, | think the girls like you more than they like her. | don't think 


I've ever seen them this happy with someone other than me, and the other blokes to an extent." 


"You say that the girls enjoy having me around." Bruce spoke, fidgeting slightly, "But how do you feel about 


having me around?" 


Steve paused for a moment, biting his lip before putting his thoughts into words. "l'm not really good at 
speaking about emotions, but | feel so drawn to you. In a way that I've never really felt with anyone else 
before. It's like I've known you for years instead of days. | don't mean ‘try out like a bloody test drive, Bruce, | 


want to see if we'll actually work out in the future." 
"I hope we do." Bruce said softly. 
"I do too, Bruce. Another heartache isn't really high on my list to experience a second time." 


Content with his response, Bruce sighed and closed his eyes, his breathing evening out soon after. Steve stared 
up at the ceiling as he combed his hand through Bruce's hair, needing something repetitious to do while he 
thought. Could this really work for them? How would they explain when the girls eventually found out about 
them? What was Paul's deal? Did it have something to do with Bruce? How would this whole thing pan out with 
Lorraine? And what about that sniveling bastard of an ex-friend who was suddenly shacked up with Lorraine? 


Would he come out of this with both the girls and Bruce at his side? 


Feeling his head start to ache slightly with all the questions swirling through his brain, he shut down his mind 
as best he could and let the steady beats of Bruce's heart lure him to a light sleep. 


Ten 
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Steve and Bruce stepped out of the bedroom carrying Steve's bags and guitar cases. They were immediately 
bombarded by three exuberant girls. 


"Daddy! We're all packed and ready to gol" Kerry announced. 


Indeed they were, their cases sat near the door and were ready to be carted off. Maisie tugged on Steve's 
pant leg. 


"Is Brucie coming with us?" she asked eagerly. 


Lauren looked at her father with hope, and a little apprehension. Steve's brows furrowed and he looked away, 
as did Bruce. The girls expressions fell, they had been hoping.. 


The look on Steve's face relaxed as he looked back at the girls and he grinned widely. "Of course he's coming 


with us!" 

"YAY!" the girls squealed excitedly and ran to the two men, trying to hug them both at once. 

"Alright! Alright! Let's go before we end up stranded here!" 

The girls rushed to their bags and picked them up, Maisie picking up what she could before Bruce picked up 


the rest. With the girls chatting in the front, the group made their way out of the hotel suite and into the 


elevator. 


RUN NNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA NAN 


Bruce's eyes widened as he got out of the car. The house in front of him was the biggest he had ever seen 
up close. It wasn't anything too fancy; a two-story house towered over them, connected to a garage, and there 


was a separate building in the back, most likely a studio. 


"Come on, matel" Steve shouted, bags in hand, halfway across the walkway; the girls were already on the front 


porch. 
Still in shock as to how his life could change so much in 12 hours, he grabbed the last of the bags from the 
trunk and followed the family inside. He stepped in to find himself in a hallway, several doors on the left and 


right, stairs on the back right and an open space leading elsewhere behind it. 


Steve poked his head out of one of the rooms. "Just sit the bags down there. We're not going to be here for 


very long." 
Bruce carefully sat the bags down and walked towards Steve. "Where are the girls?" 


"Getting reacquainted with their rooms." Steve responded. "Follow me, I'll show you where you'll be. Then we 


need to head out and get some errands done." 

Bruce felt a hint of disappointment as he followed Steve up the stairs; they were going to be in separate 
rooms? He had thought that they were going to be sleeping together. They turned left once they reached the 
top of the stairs, and soon they were at the end of the hall. Steve opened the door and motioned him inside. 
The room was almost as big as his old apartment. 

"Nice." Bruce said taking a look around. 

It had obviously been a guest room, there wasn't much personality-wise about it; a simple bed, dresser, side 
table, closet and bathroom. It was much better than where he had lived before, but he couldn't bring himself 
to be entirely happy about it. 

"Your clothes and whatnot will be in here. Come on" 

Steve made his way towards a door that Bruce hadn't noticed during his quick look around. Bruce trailed behind 
him as he opened the door and went inside. The room they just left was connected to another, much larger 
bedroom. It had to be Steve's, the master bedroom, no doubt about it. There was a king sized bed, several 
dressers, a full length mirror, a desk with papers strewn about its surface, and a couple of strings and guitar 


cases littered about the floor, to name a few things. 


"You're going to be in here with me once the girls are asleep. The room there used to be a nursery." Steve 


explained. 

"Are we ever going to tell them about us?" Bruce inquired, if he was going to be Steve's dirty little secret.. 
"Yes. | just want to wait it out a bit, y'know. In case-" 

"It doesn't work out, right? You're already planning for this to fall through." Bruce stated dryly. 


Steve stepped up to Bruce. "Thats not exactly what I'm saying. | want us to be more comfortable and more 


solid before we let them know." 
"Well you don't have much to lose if it doesn't work out" Bruce replied. 


"Broken up or not, | wouldn't kick you back out on the streets to fend for yourself again" Steve reached up 


and stroked Bruce's cheek lightly. "Did you close the door to the other room?" 

"| don't know. | thought you did?" 

Steve just shrugged before leaning down, planting a wet kiss on Bruce's lips. Sighing, Bruce wrapped his arms 
around Steve's neck and returned the peck with a much deeper lip lock. Steve circled his arms around Bruce's 
waist and closed the space in-between them. The kiss grew more heated, their tongues coming out to chase 
one another, both men groaning into the other's mouths. 


"Dad! Bruce! You in here?" 


Steve and Bruce tore away from each other so fast that they nearly stumbled backwards. Lauren appeared in 
the doorway. 


"Are we heading out or what?" she asked. 
"Yeah. Let's go." Steve replied hurriedly. 


Lauren's eyes narrowed slightly as the two men passed her; their faces were considerably flushed, and their 


lips were a little swollen, add that to the partially swollen lips and the deer caught in headlights look. 


Something was up, she just knew it. Deciding to keep her thoughts to herself until she had more proof, she 
followed them out into the hall and down the stairs where the other two girls were waiting. 


Eleven 
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The rest of the day passed by aimlessly, the family going here and there to make sure Bruce had what he 
needed to get on the plane with them tomorrow; to a government building to get his birth certificate and 
whatnot as well as a passport, to the doctors office to get him checked out, he was indeed slightly 
malnourished, but it was nothing a couple of healthy meals and drinks wouldn't fix, and to a clothing store to 
stock up on things for him to wear. He blushed when he went to pick out things, being constantly reminded by 
Steve that he could get what he wanted, no matter the price. The family then headed out to eat supper, 
seeing as neither man felt like cooking; actually, Bruce wasn't in any mood to cook, Steve just flat out couldn't 


cook. 

They made it home late, and Steve immediately ushered the girls up to their rooms and he and Bruce made 
their way to the master bedroom. They spent about an hour packing the rest of what they would need for 
the trip before settling down into bed. Since they weren't all that tired, they just spoke quietly until Steve 
started to nip on Bruce's neck. 


"Steve." 


He was a bit nervous, last time they did this Steve was pissed, but now he was fully sober and it made him 
feel somewhat shy. 


"What are you thinking?" Steve questioned, 

"Last time-" 

| was drunk off me arse, huh?" 

"Yeah. And | guess l'm a tad bit nervous." 

"Me, too. | honestly don't know much of what I'm doing here." 


"Do you want to..2" 


‘Only if you want to." 


Bruce leaned over and Steve met him halfway, their lips meeting in a deep passionate kiss. Bruce groaned and 
climbed on top of Steve and scooted backwards until he felt Steve's hardening cock in the crack of his arse. 
Both men moaned into the other's mouth as Bruce ground his hips into Steve pelvis, causing a delicious friction. 
Bruce tore his mouth from Steve's and began to trace his tongue on the outer shell of Steve's ear, the man 


underneath him shuddering at the feel of the slippery muscle. 


Bruce made his way down and began to suck on Steve's neck lightly, cautious to avoid any marks, hearing Steve 
sigh in pleasure. Further down, he teased and toyed with Steve's nipples until the bassist was panting with need, 
Bruce discovering he was fully hard when he came face to face with the crotch of Steve's briefs. He leaned up 
and grabbed onto the hem of the garment and tugged them down, Steve lifting his hips so Bruce could get 
them off, Bruce shedding his own underwear before turning his attention back to Steve's twitching member. He 
swiped his tongue up the underside, paying special attention to the thick vein as he traced his way up to the 
tip. Steve, lost in the sensation, had to nearly bit his tongue to keep from screaming as Bruce engulfed him 


down to the root. 


Steve writhed on the bed as the wet cavern descended on him repeatedly. Why the hell hadn't Lorraine been 
able to do it like this? He began to thrust his cock into the warm orifice, groaning as he felt his balls began to 
tighten. Suddenly, the mouth was gone and he shook his head to clear himself out of his daze. 


"Did you hear me Steve?" he heard Bruce ask. 

"What?" 

"Do you have anything?" 

"Ummm. Yeah, | think so. Let me see." 

Steve sat up slightly and began to rummage through the drawer of the bedside table to his right. Spotting 
some baby oil, he grabbed the bottle and shut the drawer, handing the clear substance to Bruce. Bruce popped 
the top and drizzled a heavy amount onto Steve's straining flesh, Steve's hips bucking slightly at the feel of 
the cool liquid coating his member. Closing the top and casting the bottle aside, Bruce gripped Steve's cock and 
wanked him gently, making sure he was completely lubricated before positioning himself above the head. 

Steve felt the tip of his cock nudge Bruce's hole and he panicked a bit. "Aren't you supposed to-" 

"Ill be fine. | can't wait that long." 

Bruce's face screwed up and he grunted in pain as the flared tip breached his pucker. He gritted his teeth as 
he moved up and down, slowly taking Steve's cock inside of him until he was fully perched on Steve's lap. He 


took deep breaths to relax himself as he adjusted to the thick member inside of him. He braced his hands on 
Steve's chest before he drew himself up and dropped back down on Steve's cock, setting a smooth pace for 


himself. Steve groaned and latched onto Bruce's hips, helping to guide him up and down. 


Bruce gasped as the head of Steve's cock brushed the swollen button inside of him and his pace increased. 
Steve began to thrust his hips up as Bruce came down, the smaller man doing everything he could to keep 
quiet as the pleasure began to knot in his lower abdomen Bruce's ride turned frantic as he impaled himself 
again and again on the throbbing rod inside of him. His grip shifted to Steve's shoulders and he buried his face 
into the pillow underneath Steve's head as Steve wrapped a calloused hand around his leaking member. 


He whimpered and babbled into the cotton-filled cloth as Steve continuously battered his prostate, pushing his 
cock into the guitar-worn hand, Steve panting harshly as he snapped his hips up, pumping his cock into Bruce. 
Bruce's orgasm hit him out of nowhere and he cried Steve's name as his cock twitched in his lover's hand; 
coating Steve's fingers and stomach with his seed. Steve vaguely heard his name as he groaned out Bruce's, 


his own cock spurting inside of the clinging and spasming walls of Bruce's arse. 


Taking a moment to regulate his breathing, Bruce eased himself off of Steve's softening member and plopped 
down beside him. Steve reached over the edge of the bed and grabbed a pair of the discarded underwear, 
wiping himself and Bruce off before tossing the cloth back onto the ground. 


He opened his arms and wrapped them around Bruce when the smaller male fell into them, his head resting on 


his chest. They shared a kiss before dozing off, shifting into sleep's gentle clutches. 


NUNN NNNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Lauren stood at the door, mouth hanging open and hand poised to knock. She had wanted to ask her dad 
something, but the words died on her lips and the question left her mind after she heard panting, groaning, and 
name-calling behind the wooden surface. She wasn't dumb, she knew what had happened inside those four walls 


and she recognized the voices of the two men 


Still in shock, she numbly made her way back to her room and back to bed. 


Twelve 
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Thick brows furrowed as dark, contemplative eyes observed the teenage girl. Something had been up with her 
ever since this morning, he could tell something was off, but Lauren insisted that nothing was wrong. The 
barely touched breakfast and the long, empty stares contradicted that claim. He had snuck a few glances at 
Bruce and the younger man seemed to notice it as well, the soft chocolate eyes clouded with worry when he 
would look at the girl. 

The rest of the Maiden boys had given him their blessing to use the Ed Force One to get to their destination, 
so it was just the small family traveling. Steve and Bruce sat together in the middle, while Kerry and Maise 
sat a couple of seats diagonal from them, drawing and coloring in a couple of children's books, and Lauren sat 


in the far back, seemingly reading a book. 


Steve turned his eyes away from the window and looked back at his eldest daughter before turning his 


attention to Bruce. Nudging him with his elbow, he leaned in and whispered to Bruce. 

“Something is very wrong with her." 

Knowing exactly who he was talking about, Bruce responded, "I know." 

"She seemed fine yesterday, | don't see what could have happened between then and now." 

"Have you talked to her?" 

"Yes! And she keeps telling me she's fine! | don't know what to do!" Steve fretted. 

"Don't freak out, Steve. I'll talk to her when we get settled in Hawaii and see what's going on, yeah?" 
Steve sighed and sank back into his seat in exasperation. "Yeah." 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NN NNN NNN NN NNN NNN NNN 


Bruce walked across the sturdy bridge between the two huts. They had landed an hour or two ago, and drove 


for what had seemed like forever before arriving to the on-the-water retreat. 

The place was absolutely beautiful, all the huts sat on the clear, blue water, canoes docked next to each 
residence to provide transportation for the inhabitants to get around. Every so often there was a bridge 
connecting two huts together, obviously built for families. They had been to some of the larger huts that 
served as stores, while the market and restaurants rested on the shore. 

Bruce entered the girls’ hut, smiling and waving at the greetings of the two younger girls. 

"Where's Lauren?" he asked. 

"She's in her room, it's down that hall and to the right" Kerry answered. 

"You girls should get cleaned up. We're heading for lunch in about an hour." 

"Okay! See you later, Bruciel" Maisie grinned widely. 

"You're such an adorable, little angel" Bruce said, walking over and pinching her round cheeks with both hands. 
"What about me?!" Kerry pouted, 

"And YOU'RE a bright, little princess." he responded, giving Kerry a peck on the forehead and ruffling her hair. 
Both girls beamed as he left them, and Bruce felt his chest tighten; he couldn't believe how attached he was 
becoming to those girls, he felt like they were his own at times. That thought made his heart ache slightly, it 


would hurt him as much as it would hurt them if Steve decided not to keep him around. 


Reaching the door the two youngsters indicated, he rapped on the door. Hearing a muffled call to enter, he took 
a deep breath before going inside. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Lauren glanced up from unpacking her things when the door opened and closed. She sighed when she recognized 


Bruce. 


"Go ahead and sigh, but | need to know what's wrong. And | won't take ‘I'm fine' for an answer." Bruce said as 


he sat down on the edge of the bed. 
He patted the spot next to him, and Lauren reluctantly sat down beside him. 
"What's going on?" he asked softly. 


"| don't really want to talk about it, Bruce." she said, her voice just as gentle. 


"You're scaring me and you're terrifying your dad, Lauren. If you won't tell either of us what's wrong, then at 
least tell one of us how to fix it." 


"When did you start screwing my dad?" Lauren bursted out. 

"Wha-" 

‘Is that why you came to us? Just to get to him?!" 

Bruce just sat there stunned. 

"Well?" 

"H-how did you-" 

‘| heard you two last night! | went to ask Dad something, and | overheard you two going at it!" 

"Lauren |-" 

"Are you just gonna use him, and leave him like our so-called Mum did?!" 

"Lauren calm down, we don't need to get the other girls involved. Let's just talk about this like adults." 
Lauren, who had sprang up during her tirade, plopped back down next to Bruce. 

First off, | adore you girls. | know we haven't been together long, but | look at you, Maisie, and Kerry like my 
own daughters. | would do anything to make you smile, laugh, or happy. And with your dad, things happened one 
night-" 

"When we were off with Uncle Nicko." 

"Yes. And the next morning, we decided to try and see if it would work out between us." 

"And you didn't think we would have something to say about that." 


Bruce felt his heart sink. "If you have a problem with that, then | guess we should stop while we're ahead" he 
said quietly. 


"At first it was the guy thing that irked me..but | got over that quickly. Now, it was the fact that you two 


were probably going to keep it secret from us for a very long time." 


lm not going to lie to you. Your dad..WE decided to see if it would really work out before we told any of you. 


Just in case things go awry." 
"Both of you decided that? You don't seem to like that idea" 


"Well, and | can't believe l'm talking to you about this, but | don't like the fact that he is already planning for 


the worse” 

"With everything that's happening with Mum, | can see why" 

"That's why | agreed with him. If you're alright now, | need to finish my unpacking and get changed for lunch’ 
"| like your sense of style better that | do Dad's" Lauren giggled. 


Bruce went to the door, chuckling as he went, and opened it. Hearing Lauren call his name, he stopped and 


turned to face the girl 

"You won't hurt my dad like she did, will you?" she asked, her voice carrying a note of desperation 
"| would never do that to him. | know what its like to be taken advantage of and treated unfairly” 
"You really do like him, don't you?" 

‘Like you wouldn't believe. And that scares me, Lauren" 


With those last words, Bruce left. 


Thirteen 
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Steve was amazed at the change in Lauren while they were at the restaurant. She made her usual jokes and 
bantered back and forth with not only her sisters, but with Bruce as well as himself. He felt a hand squeeze 
his thigh and glanced at the man next to him, Bruce giving him an almost shy smile before shoveling more 
shrimp into his mouth. Taking the hint, Steve reached down and clasped Bruce's hand, smiling gently himself 
when he felt the other man tighten his hand in return. 


Lauren, who caught the little exchange, smiled. Her father was in the best hands she could have ever hoped 


for. 


RUN NNNNNNNNNNN NNNNA NNN NN NN NN NN NNN 


After lunch, the two men rowed the family the short distance back to their huts. Steve tied the line while 
Bruce helped the girls up the small stairs onto the front porch area of their hut. The two younger girls were 
ushered inside for a nap, both protesting but falling asleep not long after they were settled in, the jet lag 
weighing heavily on them. 


Giving her the number to their hut, the men waved to Lauren as they left, the eldest girl content to just read 
a book in silence. Bruce noticed a slight restlessness in Steve, and continued to usher the older man out before 
he had a chance to question Lauren. They basked in the noon sun as the crossed the short bridge back to 
their hut. 

"How do they have electricity and such anyway?" Bruce asked. 

"They have underground systems that feed electricity and plumbing to each hut" Steve answered. 

"This place is beautiful, Steve." 

Steve nodded and opened the door, Bruce securing it behind them before they headed to the bedroom. "It's a 
great sight and it's relaxing. The girls and | are sure going to need it. We have a rough couple of months 


coming ahead." 


Bruce felt his a wave of sadness hit him; Steve didn't bother to include him, it was just ‘the girls and l. 


Steve closed the door behind them and locked it, sealing them in their own private little world. He turned to 


face Bruce, cupping the shorter man's face with a calloused hand. 

"You look a bit down, what's wrong Bruce?" 

"Nothing." 

"There is something wrong. Was it something | said?" 

Time to get it off his chest. "The way you spoke. It made me feel. don't know..put out, | guess." 
"Put out?" 

"The girls and |, Steve? It reminds me that | don't really fit in with any of this.” 

"You do! You're very important to not only the girls, but to me as welll" 


"l'm just the random bloke coming in to baby-sit! I'm not a piece of the big picture, here. You, Lauren, Kerry, 


and Maisie are." 
"You're every bit a part of this family now, part of us now. l'm sorry about what | said” 


Steve leaned in and gave Bruce a peck on the lips. Bruce gave him a timid smiled when he pulled back, leaning 
up and closing the gap with a much more serious kiss. Steve's tongue slid pass Bruce's lips, the slippery 
muscles meeting in a lewd dance as the kiss grew more heated. Steve had just slid his hand up Bruce's shirt, 
twisting the bud gently between his thumb and index finger when a knock from the outside door sounded 
loudly. 


The kiss didn't falter, instead becoming more and more desperate, mouths almost devouring as their arousal 
grew. Another knock came as Steve turned Bruce and backed him up to the foot of the bed, the smaller male 
falling onto his back with Steve on top of him. They quickly shed their layers of clothing as they got closer to 
the head of the bed. 


Bruce shot his hand out and fumbled with the drawer next to the bed, plunging his hand inside once he got it 
open, half-hazardly searching for the lube they had stored there this morning. When he found it, he pressed 
the bottle into Steve's hand, the bassist breaking the kiss only to coat his fingers before closing the gap 
between them. He reached down and traced Bruce's pucker, his finger sliding in as yet another knock came 


from the door. 


He made quick work preparing Bruce, getting the hang of sex with another man, and he coated his leaking cock 
with the excess oil left on his hand. Bruce locked his legs around Steve's waist as he felt Steve slid inside of 
him, both men groaning as he thrust slowly until he was buried completely inside of his lover. He held still for 


a moment, letting Bruce adjust to his size; Bruce eventually latched his arms around Steve, tilting his hips up 
in indication that he was ready. 


Their lips met in a simmering kiss as Steve began to move inside of Bruce. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNNN NNN 


He had been told that they were in their hut. After waiting almost an hour after first knocking, Paul turned 
back to the water in disgust when he vaguely heard the shouts of completion from inside. Getting into his 
canoe, he rowed angrily back to his hut across the water. 


Steve panted harshly as he pulled out of Bruce, flopping onto his back next to the equally breathless man. 


Bruce shifted and positioned himself against Steve, the auburn-haired man wrapping his arms around him as 


his head rested on his chest. Closing his eyes, he argued with himself before sighing and looking up at Steve. 
"Steve..?" he spoke quietly. 


"Mmhmm?" Steve looked down into Bruce's eyes, detecting the nervousness and worry in his eyes and his 


voice. 

"l-l. | love you." Bruce whispered softly, burying his face in Steve chest after the declaration. 

Steve bit his lip, he was still somewhat reeling from his divorce, could he really be in love again that quickly? 
He took his hand and nudge Bruce's chin to get a good look at him, his breath nearly catching as he watched 
the emotions in the soft, chocolate gaze. Fear, anticipation, hope and most of all.the love he spoke of. It was in 
that gaze that he found his answer. 

Smiling shyly, he gave Bruce a light kiss. "I love you too, Bruce." 

Bruce beamed. "Really?" 

"Yes, really." 

"You're not just saying that to appease me?" 


"No, I'm not saying just it to appease you. | love you, too." 


Happiness danced in Bruce's eyes as he launched himself at Steve, their lips crashing together. They rolled over 
so that Steve was on top again as they felt yet another familiar stirring in their groins. 


Fourteen 
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Lauren glanced up as the two men came in, smiling, she and the other two girls greeted them. 
"How did things go with Paul?" she asked. 
"Paul?" Steve's brows knitted. 


"Yeah, Paul. He was in the hut across the way and he saw me staring out at the water, came over and asked 


where you were. | told him where you were and he went over there." 
"We must have missed him." Steve mumbled. 


"How could you have missed him? He was banging on the door loud enough to get everyone's attention from 


the next few huts down" Kerry said. 

Steve and Bruce flushed, so he was the one that was knocking.. 

Lauren's brow raised at the men, Bruce in particular, and the two blushed even harder. 
"You two look like tomatoes!" Maisie giggled. 

If at all possible, they got even redder. 


"Anyway," Bruce shuffled, trying to act normal, "We were wondering, would you like to go back out for supper 


or stay in?" 


The girls thought for a moment, about to respond when there was a loud knock on the door. They all glanced 
at each other in confusion before Steve went to the door. Who in the world could be at the door? Not many 


people knew they were here. Steve opened the door to a familiar flat face. 


"Well, ‘ello there! Nice place this is, innit?" Nicko said in his loud, boisterous voice as he pushed Steve to the 
side. 


Janick, Adrian, Dave, and Paul coming in after the drummer. 
"Uncle Nick!" the girls screamed as they nearly knocked Nicko over in excitement. 
| thought you lot wouldn't arrive until later?" Steve questioned. 


Adrian, who was in the process of hoisting Maisie up from the pile on top of Nicko and squishing her in a tight 
embrace, answered, "Well, we were, but then we found out that we had nothing better to do." 


"Yeah, are you saying you don't want us here?" Dave pouted. 


Steve rolled his eyes at his dramatic friend before pulling him into a quick hug. "Of course | want you blokes 
here, | didn't think it would be so soon" He quickly followed up with Janick, Adrian, and a somewhat reluctant 
Paul. 


‘Sorry about not catching you earlier, mate. Was a bit occupied." 
Paul stiffly nodded at the bassist's apology, turning his eyes, and glare, towards Bruce. 


Nicko finally managed to pull himself from the two remaining girls and went over to Bruce. "While that lot is 


over there smothering Harris, I'm going to get me some of this right here!" 


He promptly lifted the smaller man in the air and gripped him in a tight hug, Bruce's face turning red from the 
lack of oxygen. Janick came to his rescue, only giving him a few seconds of relief before he was squeezed yet 
again. Adrian came over to where they were, Janick passing Bruce over as if he was a child; in the middle of 


their hug, Dave ran over and jumped on both men, sending them down in a heap. 


The rest of the group cracked up where they heard the groans of pain as they met the floor. Steve shook his 
head, smile still in place as he walked over to the threesome and pulled Bruce out from between Adrian and 
Dave. Bruce was grinning widely, he had never really been apart of a group before, and being accepted so 
neatly into the fold that was so crucial to Steve made him happy and relieved. 


"Now that we are here, what are we going to do?" Janick inquired. 


"We were thinking about supper. Then maybe going out to see some of the things they have to offer in the 


way of fun" 


"Well what are we waiting for?! Lets gol" Nicko grabbed Maisie and Kerry up, taking long strides out the door, 
the girls’ giggles following them out. 


Everyone else shook their heads, Janick slinging an arm around Lauren's neck and leading her out behind them. 
The remaining men followed behind them, Bruce suddenly remembering that they didn't get Maisie's bag and he 


ran into the room she shared with Kerry to get it. On his way out of the room, he ran into an unexpected 


guest. 
"| don't know what you're doing, or who you think you are, but you need to stay away from Steve." 


"What are you talking about? Where is this coming from all of a sudden?" Bruce asked, confusion written on 
his face. 


"You're probably just using him like that sniveling bitch did. You're no good for him." Paul sneered. 
"| love Steve. And what we do is none of your business.’ 


"He's just using you until he gets over the impact of that wench leaving him! He's never going to be truly 
happy unless he is with mel" 


"That's what this is about? Petty jealousy?" 


"You don't know a bloody thing! You don't know how long I've had to watch him stress over a marriage that 
was doomed from the start! You don't know what it was like to share a room with him and hear him fuck 
random birds! You don't know what it was like to feel like he would never love you because you had different 


‘bits' than what he was used tol" he took a deep breath, "You don't know what it's like to watch him finally 
take interest in a bloke, and only for it not be you." he said quietly. 


‘lm sorry things didn't work out for you. But he's with me, so there isn't much you can do." 
| can take him from you." 
Bruce snorted. 


"l can persuade him to be with me. Now that | know he is interested in blokes, I'm just a step closer to having 


him. 
"You're a fucking nutter, I'm leaving." 
With those final words, Bruce shoved past the singer and out the door. Paul stared at the space Bruce had 


occupied for a moment. He WAS a step closer to Steve, he just had to get rid of one hairy, arrogant little 
obstacle.. 
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And ze plot thickens.. 


Steve frowned. For the second time, he was faced with knowing that something was wrong, but receiving 
nothing as an answer. This time, it was Bruce. Sure he interacted with the girls, smiled and made a joke here 
and there with the other blokes, and kept in constant contact with Steve, but there was an underlying tension 
churning inside of him. He had tried to get full eye contact so he could indicate that they should talk 


somewhere privately, but Bruce had yet to meet his eyes. 
They were at a carnival on shore, and all the guys' attention was focused on winning the largest prize they 
could for the girls. Currently, they were playing skeeball, and most of the group were huddled around the 


tables on the far right. Steve and Bruce were a little ways off watching Nicko and Adrian compete on two 
separate tables with the rest cheering them on. Steve tugged at Bruce's hand. 


"What's wrong?" he asked quietly. 
"What are you talking about?" Bruce whispered back, eyes still on the game. 
"You've been acting strange ever since we left for the restaurant. Is everything alright?" 


"Yeah. | just had a bit of a bad spell" Bruce finally looked at him and smiled, and the tension was gone from his 


eyes. "I'm fine, really." 


Steve dropped the subject with Bruce after that, but he decided on another tactic. Paul came out to the boat 


not long after Bruce, maybe he knew what was wrong with him.. 


Looking around before giving Bruce a slight peck on the temple, he told the other brunette that he would be 
back momentarily. Bruce watched him go, his eyes narrowing when he saw his lover walk over to Paul. They 
spoke for a couple of seconds before Steve turned and asked the rest of the group something. Everyone had a 


chance to answer before Steve went back to Bruce. 


"Me and Paul are going to get some drinks at that stand near the water ride, would you like anything? 


Fighting the urge to grind his teeth when he saw the satisfied smirk on Paul's face, he answered. "Sure, water 


will do." 
Steve's brows furrowed. "Just water? You sure?" 
It ll suffice." he responded sharply. 


More confused about Bruce's mood than before, Steve left with Paul in a quest for something to quench 


everyone's thirst. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NN NNN NNN 


Carrying a variety of cold bottles of soda, juice, and water, Steve and Paul strolled casually through the 
laughter and festivities of various families, friends, and couples. Steve took a deep breath before turning 


towards Paul 
"Hey, mate, do you know what's up with Bruce by chance?" 

Paul stilled slightly, this was his chance. "We exchanged a few words earlier" he said vaguely. 
Steve's brows shot up for the millionth time that night. “What happened?" 


‘| went to help him find Maisie's bag, and once he found it, | waited for him to come out and when he did, 
things didn’t go so smoothly." 


"What did he do?" 


| asked how you two were doing, not my business, | know, but | was just curious. It was going well, but..things 
went a bit awry. He accused me of trying to steal you away from him. | know, | don't know where it came 


from either. Then he told me | better stay away from you, and nothing was going to get between you, even if 


he had to get rid of me. There was a lot more that he said, but that's a brief of it" 


"| don't understand. He knows that he's the only bloke I've ever wanted. What else did he say?" Steve inquired. 
He was trying to wrap his head around all of this, it just didn't seem like Bruce. 


Fighting the temptation to scowl at Steve's ‘only bloke’ comment, he forged on. "He also said that he wasn't 
going back. Being homeless was bad enough, but being poor all over again was not an option. He said he finally 
had a roof over his head again, food to eat, clothes to wear, and anything else he could ever want and he said 


that he wasn't going to allow me to compromise that." 


Steve felt his heart sink It was about what he had all along, wasn't it? Paul wouldn't lie to him about 


something this serious, would he? 


"Remember when | went out for a smoke earlier?" 
Steve nodded. 


| heard him on the phone with someone, by the way he was referring, it had to be a bird. And from the way 


they were talking, it wasn't a relative." 
Steve tensed. Bruce had said he was into blokes. So why would he be chatting up some bird? 


"They spoke about seeing each other sometime soon before | had to leave or | was going to be caught 


eavesdropping.’ 


Steve couldn't believe what he was hearing. He felt his heart breaking all over again, and for some reason, a 


week long romance hurt worse than the demise of a sixteen year marriage. 


Paul looked in the opposite direction to hide his smirk. Sure, he altered their encounter and Bruce's phone 
conversation with his friend, but the seeds of doubt were firmly in place, now it was time to sit back and see 


what they would fester into.. 
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Now, it was Bruce's turn to frown. Steve had been acting strange ever since the carnival. The whole way back 
to their hut he talked to everyone but him. In fact, he barely acknowledged his presence. He sighed as he 
plopped down on the foot of the bed and began to removed his shoes, well he'll get to the bottom of this when 
Steve came back. 

He was about to pull off the second shoe when the object of his thoughts came in the bedroom. 

"Good, you're here. | wanted to talk to you." he said. 

A grunt was his only reply. 

"What's wrong?" 

Silence. 

"Steve?" 

More silence as Steve started to get undressed, 

"Was it something | did? Or said?" 


He a snort this time. 


Bruce got up and walk to Steve, touching his arm lightly. "Steve? What did | do? Is this because of earlier? I'm 
sorry for my attitude then, | was a bit miffed." 


Steve tugged his shirt off and went towards the bed, shedding his jeans as well. 
"Steve, please! Say something!" Bruce was desperate now. 


"So, Paul is supposed to stay away from me now?" 


Dark, brooding eyes filled with anger and, to Bruce's complete horror, disgust pinned him in place. 

"Wha-" Bruce's eyes widened. 

"That's what you told him earlier." 

"Ste" 

"And how was your phore call to your litte girlfriend, huh?" 

Bruce's eyes opened even further. "Girlfriend?! Steve, you know that | don't like birds like that! I'm ga-" 

‘It's always been about the money, huh?" 

"What the fuck? No it isn't! It never was!" 

"Bollocks! Everything you said to me was a lie! A lie to get under my skin and sneak my shite behind my back!" 
"It's not a lie! | love you, Steve!" 

Steve snarled and stalked up to Bruce, rage-filled eyes boring into hurt-filled chocolate. 

"Again, bollocks! Do you even like my girls? Were you even homeless to begin with? Did you mess up your hair 
behind the corner? Did you smear a little dirt on your skin too? Did you rip up and dirty or clothes to look the 
part, too? Or did you do a little last minute planning to play the part of the victim?" he spat. 


"| absolutely adore those girls, and | wasn't planning anything! | really WAS homeless. | had nothing!" 


"And thats what it all boils down to. From nothing to something and anyone that poses as a threat to sending 
you back to nothing has to go, right?" 


"What are you talking about? Where is all of this coming from?" 
"Paul told me about your little ‘conversation’ with him earlier." 


"Did he tell you all of that? He's lying! He told ME to stay away from you! He told ME that he would find a 
way to get rid of mel HE'S the one plotting behind your back, not mel” 


"Paul's been me mate for as long as | can remember, he wouldn't lie to me about something like this. And | 
expected you to twist the conversation like that, but you know what? It all adds up and everything points back 
to you. It falls on you. You tried and you failed" Steve shook his head and backed away from Bruce. "I can't do 
it. Not again. Get your shite and go." 


Bruce's face drained of color. "W-What?" he whispered. 


"You heard me. | refuse to go through yet another heartbreak and | refuse to let you break my daughters’ 
hearts with your lies. Get the fuck out of my hut and get the fuck out of my life. We're done." 


An unexpected sob tore from Bruce's throat. Stumbling, he grabbed his bags and began to pack them, hands 
shaking the entire time. When he was finished, he dragged himself through the bedroom door and down the 
short hall of the hut, Steve right behind him. 


Opening the door, he looked back one last time. 

‘| love you, Steve. No matter what you seemed to have heard or what you now think, | love you." He said 
softly before shaking his head, tears spilling down his face as he walked out and shut the door firmly behind 
him. 

Steve closed his eyes tightly and took a few deep breaths. Those eyes. Filled with such confusion, hurt, some 


anger, but most of all heartbreak. Heartbreak and..love? He made his way back to the now lonely bedroom, hs 


mind and his heart battling fiercely with each other. 


NNN NNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


Bare-footed and alone, Bruce hoisted his bags on each shoulder and began to wade through the water, slowly 
making his way to shore. When he got there, his pants were soaked and he was cold. People walked past him, 
chattering and laughing happily as they enjoyed what Hawaii had to offer. He was so lost in his own misery 
that he didn't hear someone call his name. 

A hand tapped him. "Paul? Is that you?" 

He paused and looked in the direction of the voice. Only one person outside his family had ever called him Paul. 
There she was, smiling at him and nearly bouncing from foot to foot. His friend. Paddy Bowden. 


The smile wiped off her face when she saw the sadness in his eyes. "Oh my God. What's wrong, Bruce?" 


He dropped the bags as she enclosed him into her arms. Gripping her tightly, he let himself go. "Fuck.Paddy! | 
don't.. know.. what's right!" he choked out between sobs. 


"Come with me, l'm about to head back home to England and you're coming with me. It's about time you told 


me what happened since we got sacked." 


Managing to compose himself, Bruce picked his bags up again and followed Paddy through the throngs of people, 


he vision clouded heavily with tears. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN AN 


Paul smirked as he made his way back to shore. He heard the argument between them, and ultimately 
witnessed the break-up. He had trailed behind Bruce as he made his way back to the island and now that he 
was being whisked away by that bird, he had an overwhelming chance to win Steve over. He yawned as he 


climbed into his canoe, it was time for bed. 


What Paul had failed to notice as he finally made it back to his hut, was the pissed off teenager that glared at 
him in the darkness as he silently celebrated his ‘victory’. He wouldn't win, she would make sure of it, she 
thought as she slipped back into her and her sisters’ hut. 
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Steve groaned as he tried to pry his eyes open. There was an urgent knock on his bedroom door. He looked at 
the clock next to the bed and frowned; who the hell would knock on his door this early in the morning? His 
bedroom door at that! Muttering to himself, he tugged on some random pants he found on the floor by the 
bed and made his way to the door. He opened the door to reveal a very worried looking Lauren Harris. 
"Where is he?" she asked 

"Wha-" 

"Didn't he come back? Where's Bruce? Dad, where's Bruce?!" 

Steve bristled. "He's gone." 

"Damn it! | thought | had enough time!" 

Steve's eyes widened. "Lauren! Watch your lan-" 

"Why did you make him leave?!" 


‘Lauren, it's not for you to understand. He-" 


‘lm not Kerry or Maisie! l'm old enough to know what's going on! This is Paul's fault isn’t it? Me and you need 
to talk, seriously. We don't have time to waste." 


She nudged passed Steve and sat on the foot of the bed, the same exact spot Bruce did the previous night. 
"What are you talking about? Paul's fault?" 
"What did you tell Bruce last night? | could hear your voices but | couldn't make out what you were saying." 


| found out that he was stringing me along all this time. He used me just for material wealth. He faked 
everything." 


"How did you find that out?" 
"Basically, Paul told me he was threatening him, and that he was planning with some bird over the phone." 


"Is that right? Now let me tell you what /heard." 


NNNNNNNN NNN nwnw wnn wnn 


Bruce woke up when he felt a hand shake his shoulder. 
"We're here." 


Bruce got up and stretched as everyone began to file out of the plane. They had made it back to England. His 
heart was still ached whenever he thought about the previous night, but Paddy would go into these 


outrageous tales that would have him laughing so hard tears ran down his cheeks. 


Bags in hand, he climbed out after Paddy and the pair made their way baggage claim to get Paddy's things. 
Once they got them, the headed outside to see if they could wave down a cab. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


Steve was now furious. He remembered Lauren darting back to the boat when she went to retrieve Maisie's 
bag, stating that Bruce had it covered, the man in question coming out soon after with the bag and a foul 
mood. Lauren had told him everything that was said, word for word it seemed. Paul was one of his closest 
friends, so why would he do this to him? Because of some attraction to him that he thought was love? He 
ruined one of the best relationships Steve had ever had for his cock?! 


But then he felt his heart sink and he dropped down to the floor and rested his forehead on his knees, 


grabbing two handfuls of his hair as he remember the absolute heartbreak on Bruce's face. 

"' love you, Steve. No matter what you seemed to have heard or what you now think, | love you." 

His one chance at happiness again and it was shattered. Lauren got up from the bed and kneeled next to her 
dad, wrapping her arms around him. They heard a door open and close and the sound of footsteps making their 


way to the bedroom. 


Kerry and Maisie's faces contorted in confusion when they noticed the two one the floor. And they noticed 


something else. 
"Where's Brucie?" Maisie whimpered. 


"He's..he's gone." Steve said miserably, his face hidden by his knees and now his arms as they locked around 


them. 
Tears began to slide down the faces of the two younger girls. 

"You mean he's not coming back?" Kerry spoke. 

"He's coming back. We're going to get him back. | dont know how, but we'll get him back" Lauren grounded out, 


rocking her dad back and forth as the dam broke. The other girls surrounded him as well and tried to comfort 


their dad as much as they could as the tears poured down their faces as well 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NN NNN 


Bruce tossed his bags down next to the bed in the quest room and plopped down on the bed. His mind drifted 
back to the previous night for what seemed like the millionth time today. He clutched his chest as he felt a 
stab of pain in his heart, he didn't actually feel any physical pain, but the emotional pain was almost too much 
to bear. He had never felt this way after a breakup before, he could honestly say that in all his twenty-five 
years on this earth, which wasn't much compared to others who have been in his position, he had never felt 


this way about anyone ever before. 
He looked up when he heard someone come in Paddy sat next to him and rubbed his back soothingly. 
"Now why don't you tell me what's been going on with you." she said gently. 


Taking a deep breath, Bruce told her his story since they last saw each other. 
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After finally managing to compose themselves, they made the decision to pack up and go after Bruce, 
wherever he might be. When they told the other members of Maiden, they asked all kinds of questions, finally 
settling for a'l will explain everything later’ before the family was off. They didn't even bother to got to Paul's 
hut. 


Steve had cautiously asked around to see if anyone had seen Bruce, giving what he hoped was a good 
description of him. Most didn't recall whether they saw him or not, but they stumbled upon someone who had 
seen him; he had left with some woman that he acted like he knew, in tears, and they got into a car that 
headed towards the airport. The bassist took a deep breath to compose himself, the thought of Bruce so torn 


apart made his heart ache even worse and the sting of betrayal even more painful. 

Thanking the fellow tourist, the family headed towards the car that Steve had called for earlier that morning. 
The airport in question was the only one within a reasonable distance from the resort, so everyone had to go 
through it to fly in and out. 


"If he left, how are we going to find him?" Kerry asked, pacing next to her father. 


"The woman said that he looked like he knew who the woman was. So, the best bet is to go back to England" 


Lauren answered. 
"But how do we find out where he went?" 
"We'll figure it out." 


The conversation was cut short when they got into the car, silence ringing throughout the vehicle as they 


headed to the international airport. 
"Wow." Paddy said when Bruce finished his story. 


"Yeah." 


"The Steve Harris?" 

"Yeah." 

"Well, famous or not, he's still an arsehole for what he did" 

"Don't call him that" Bruce said softly. 

"But what he did to yo~" 

"Paul is one of his best mates, l'm just some bloke, so | can see why he chose Paul and kicked me out." 
"Didn't you say that he told you he would never send you back to the streets?" 

Bruce closed his eyes. "Yeah. He did" 


"He must have been the one dragging you along all this time. Saying all that stuff to you, taking your body, and 
then to kick you to the curb! That liar! That..that..that wanker!" 


"But | still love him, Paddy" Bruce declared miserably, 

"Youll get over it. With time, and the right person’ 

"The right person?" 

"Yes. The right person’ 

"He is the right person Paddy! | just wished | could have found a way to make him understand!" 
"Calm down. You need a good kip, we've been traveling for hours” 

"Fine 


"Just remember, you're welcome to stay here as long as you like. It may not be under the best of 


circumstances, but I'm glad to see you again" 
Bruce gave her a sad smile. "Me, too." 


"I should get some rest as well. You still know where everything is right?" she asked as she got up and 


stretched, a yawn escaping from her mouth. 


"Yeah, I've visited you enough time to know." he chuckled, "Good rest 


"Good rest." she replied back before giving him a kiss on the forehead, smiling as she left the room, closing the 


door behind her. 


Sighing, Bruce toed of his trainers before crawling into bed, fully clothed, and falling into a restless sleep. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


Steve and the girls rushed through the airport, bags and suitcases in hand. They quickly approached the main 
desk and Steve took a moment to gather his breath before speaking. 


"How many flights went out to England between last night and right now?" 


Brows furrowing, the clerk typed in a couple of things on the computer in front of her before answering. "Just 
one, sir. It was a direct flight." 


"Where did it go?" 

More typing. "Let's see..Rivenhall, sir." 

Steve nodded. "There is a plane out there-" 

"The Ed Force One?" 

"Yeah." 

‘Its pilots arrived to fill out some papers just a half hour ago." 

"Do you think we'll be able to get them to fly?" 

"You'll have to ask them and my boss. | could get them if you'd like?" 
"It would be lovely if you could” 

"One more thing..l'm a big fan" 


She leaned down and picked up her purse, Eddie grinning back at them as she sat it on the counter in front of 
him. 


"Do you mind signing my purse?" she asked, holding out a sharpie. 


"Not at all" he quickly scribbled his name, the clerk smiling and tucking her purse back in its safe place before 


heading off to find the pilots and her boss. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNL 


Steve couldn't believe his luck as he relaxed into his seat. Not only were the pilots still at the airport, but they 
had been ready to fly as well. With a quick weather report, a check on incoming and outgoing flights, and the 
reluctant approval from the airport manager, they had quickly boarded the plane and got ready for take off. 


Soon, they were in the air and on their way. Steve felt a tug on the short sleeve of his shirt, he looked down 
next to him to find Maisie turned towards him. 


"Are we going to get Brucie back now?" she asked. 
‘One way or another Maisie. We won't stop until we find him." 
| miss him already, Daddy." 


Steve closed his eyes and sighed. "Me too, sweetheart. | miss him, too." 
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The next few days were very busy for the Harris clan. As soon as they had landed, they started their search 
for the missing piece to complete their family. It had been exhausting, but they were able to find out that 
Bruce was indeed back in town and that he was staying with some woman named Paddy. Where she lived? Well, 
that was a topic of controversy in the semi-large town. People knew her from when she was just an average 
worker like themselves, but after the lawsuit against the company she had worked for, she headed off into the 


richer part of Rivenhall, Bronson Hills, and was yet to be seen on the ‘poor' side again 


With that piece of information the family headed towards the esteemed neighborhood in hopes to end the 


search for Bruce. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Bruce sighed as he walked back inside Paddy's house. He was proud that she had finally stuck up for herself 
and filed, and won, the lawsuit against the firm they had worked for. But did she really have to move into this 
snobby neighborhood? He had gone for a quick stroll and was glared at by old, holier than thou people as they 
quickly stored him into their loser category. 


"Great, you're back! | was wondering if you wanted to take a walk down to the lake?" Paddy said as she 
approached him. 


| don't think so, Paddy. | just got back from walking and let's just say, | wasn't very welcomed." Bruce replied. 
"They always react like that to new people. Come on, they will change their opinions of you once they see us 
together. And | won't take no for an answer mister! This is the first time I've seen you out of that room and 
I'm going to roll with it!" 

Grabbing his hand, Paddy tugged him right back outside. 


RUN NNNNNNN NNN NNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Steve drove through the gate with a scowl on his face. He wasn't even inside the place and he already hated it. 
The disapproving look through the window from the man in the control room and he was ready to beat his 


face in He hoped that he could find Bruce quickly so he could put as much distance between his family and 
this stuck up neighborhood as he could. 


"| don't like it here, Daddy." Maisie said from her carseat in the back. 
| don't either, sweetheart. Let's just find Bruce and get out of here." 


The next ten minutes were spent in silence as they passed bland but fancy houses, scanning the streets to see 


if they could find Bruce. 

The silence was broken by the toddler in the back. *Brucie!" 
"Where?" Steve asked, his heart beginning to beat faster. 
ich 


The other girls looked towards the direction that Maisie was pointing, and sure enough, there he was. He wore 


a scowl on his face as the woman next to him chattered on and on. 
"Stop the car, Dad!" Lauren ordered. 


Steve threw on the breaks and the car came to a jerking halt. Kerry and Lauren were out of their seat belts 
and out of the car in an instant, running towards Bruce as fast as they could. Steve got out and opened the 
back door, unbuckling Maisie from her carseat and picking her up before following his other two daughters, a 


nervous flutter starting in his stomach. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce sighed as he listened to Paddy go on and on about the neighborhood and ‘the latest gossip’. She had 
changed so much since he last saw her, he saw little glimpses of the Paddy that he used to know, but for the 
most part, she let the glimmer of money change her. Suddenly, he looked around. He thought he heard his 
name, and the voices sounded so familiar... 


"What the hell..2" Paddy muttered. 

He looked over to where her gaze was fixed and he thought his heart would stop. Lauren and Kerry were 
running towards them. He dropped to one knee and opened his arms as the girls sprung on him, nearly choking 
him as they hugged him with all they had. How did they get here? 


"How..where..when?" Bruce sputtered. 


"We came to find you! And we did!" Kerry squeaked. 


"We?" So if they were here, then that meant.. 
"Yeah, we." 
His eyes widened and his heartbeat went out of control at the sight of those dark, piercing eyes. 


‘Bruciel" Maisie squealed, struggling to break her dad's hold, darting towards Bruce when he finally put her 


down. 

The other girls moved out of the way as the toddler made it to Bruce, her eyes bright with tears as he 
wrapped his arms around her. The other members of the Harris family smiled as she babbled on about how 
much she missed him and how she would tie him down if he ever left them again. 

"Not to be rude, but what are you doing here?" Paddy spoke. 


"We came for Bruce." Steve answered. 


"Let me go back and get my things." Bruce said, standing up with Maisie still in his arms, the little girl refusing 
to let him go. 


"Wait! Just like that you're going back to him?! After what he did?! After the things he said?!" Paddy looked at 


him with a mixture of disbelief and displeasure. 
Bruce looked a bit unsure after Paddy's outburst. "Bruce." 


Soft chocolate met dark, mysterious brown. "| have a lot of apologizing and explaining to do, but it would make 


me happy beyond belief if you would come with us and give me the chance to make this right” 


The pleading look in his eyes was all Bruce needed to douse the embers of doubt and uncertainty he felt. He 
nodded strongly. 


"Okay." 


"What?! Okay?! You can't be serious!" Paddy shrieked, angry and jealous-filled eyes honed in on Steve. "He's no 
good for youl He's just going to kick you right back out when he is tired of you!" 


"Oh, shut up." Lauren said, rolling her eyes. 


"Bruce, you can't go with them! What if he decides leaves you and you're in some random town? | don't see 


this working out for you!" 


"IFs a risk m willing to take, Paddy." 


With one last look into Steve's eyes, Bruce turned and walked towards the direction of Paddy's home. Despite 
his friend's worries and the chance that she could very well be right, he would go with them. With him. 


Twenty 
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Bruce sighed as he sat down on the foot of the hotel bed. Had he made the right decision by going back to 
Steve? When he had looked into Steve's eyes earlier, the answer had been yes, but during the drive to the 
hotel he had had time to really think it over, and now, he wasn't all that sure anymore. He bit his lip and looked 
in the general direction of the window that encompassed most of the wall in front of him, the darkness of 


night draping around the busy town 

He vaguely heard the door to the room open and close, the lock softly clicking in the open space. Paddy had 
kept trying to get him to see her side of things, trying to convince him to stay with her and find someone she 
thought was ‘better’ for him. Maybe he should have given this thing some more thought.. 

The bed sank down next to him, and he felt strong arms wrap themselves around him. Sighing, he leaned 
towards the warmth of the body next to him and buried his face in the juncture between Steve's neck and 
shoulders, Steve propping his chin on the top of his head. 

"I'm so sorry, Bruce." Steve said softly. 


"Why? Why didn't you believe me?" Bruce replied, his voice slightly muffled. 


"He's been my friend since we were kids, Bruce. | didn't think that he would go so far as to lie to me about 


something like that." 
"I tried explaining, but you didn't even try to listen to what | had to say." 


‘I'm sorry, Bruce. | was just so convinced that he was right that nothing was going to get through to me. All | 
saw was red. Everything he said seemed to add up." 


"I told you | loved you. Why wasn't that enough for you?" 


"| don't know why | feel so bloody insecure about you. It could be because of this fucking divorce from 
Lorraine, or the fact that a man that | considered to be a good bloke is the one that she could have possibly 
left me for. Add to that the whole mess with Paul now, it's very clear that | don't make very good decisions 


on who | open myself up To.” 


“That's life Steve, there is always going to be someone out there who is looking to harm you, but the key is to 
have enough loved ones around you to pick you back up from the damage. | just hope that | get to be one of 
those people." 


"God Bruce, you already are. All| could do while trying to find you was think of your face when | kicked you 
out. And thats something that | told you | would never do." 


"Yeah, you did." 

"Fuck, | made such a cock up of things, didn't |?" 

"Yeah, you did. But its just human nature, yeah?" 

"| love you, Bruce. | cant even begin to tell you how sorry | am" 

"Just promise me next time you plan to listen. l'm just as insecure about you as you say you are about me." 
Steve's eyes widened. "Really?" he said incredulously. 

Bruce pulled back enough to look into Steve's eyes. "Yeah. You're this experienced, accomplished, good-looking, 
honest, and caring guy and l'm some random, young, naive, failure. You offer so much, but what in the bloody 
hell could you possibly see in someone who offers so little?" 

"Blimey, you make me sound so old" Steve chuckled, Bruce smiling as a small laugh escaped him. 

"You're not old, just mature." 

"Try telling that to the girls, and last time | checked, 37 isn't what you call ‘not old.” 

"You're 31?!" Bruce asked, shocked. 

"Going on 38." Steve confirmed. 


"Wow. You look nowhere near that." 


Steve chuckled again. "Thanks, | try my best not to. But anyway, this is more than enough to offer." Steve 
declared, tapping Bruce's chest, just above his heart. 


"Well, you already have that. Ever since we met, you had that." 


"I believe you had mine as well, just took a few pints for me to realize that." 


Bruce grinned. "We sound like a couple of birds." 


Steve snickered, reaching his hand under Bruce's shirt, petting the soft, thick hair on his chest and stomach. 
"Bollocks, there is no way in hell that you could ever be a bird with this bleedin’ pelt" 


Bruce took a half-hearted swing at him, gasping as he felt Steve's calloused finger brush his nipple. Steve 
leaned in, their noses touching and their lips brushing as they stared into each other's eyes. 


"Besides, I'm bloody glad that you're not a bird" Steve's voice was but whisper. 

"Never thought you'd ever say that, huh?" Bruce answered back, his tone no louder. 

"No, but that was before | met you." 

Bruce nodded and closed his eyes as Steve closed the gap between them, both moaning into the kiss, Steve 
enveloping his arms around Bruce's waist as the smaller male climbed into his lap. The kiss grew more heated, 
both men turning until Bruce was underneath Steve, the pair moving up until their heads were situated on the 


plush pillows at the head of the bed. 


Pulling up for air, Steve nuzzled Bruce's neck. "God, I've missed this." he panted harshly as his hands smoothed 


over every available surface of the man beneath him. 

"Me, too." Bruce nodded eagerly, searching for his mouth again. 

Missed it indeed, their lovemaking, from the past few experiences, was very passionate. They developed a need 
for one another that sent them into a lust-driven frenzy. Neither one of them had ever experienced a feeling 


of want to this degree, the turmoil of events of the last couple days spiking that need to yet another level. 


And what better way to seal a reunion than a little make-up sex anyway? 


*A/N: Yes, I'm cutting it off right here. Bad Taniqua, right? 
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Bruce groaned softly as he felt Steve's hand wrap around his member. They had shed their clothes sometime 
earlier, and they were engrossed with re-learning each other's body. Deciding that he had had enough of 
exploration, Bruce thrust his hard cock into Steve's tight grip. Taking the hint, Steve pulled back from Bruce 
and looked at him. 


‘Impatient, aren't we?" Steve smirked. 
"Just shut up and get inside me." Bruce mumbled. 


Rolling his eyes, Steve got up and went to his travel bag, searching the pockets. He let out a sound of 
satisfaction when he found the tube of lube he had stored inside. He then made his way back to the bed, 
climbing onto the mattress as Bruce spread his legs to give him access to his hole. Untwisting the cap, Steve 
coated his fingers with the slick substance before retwisting the top back on and tossing it aside. He moved 
around the bed until he was positioned between Bruce's thick thighs, pulling his left leg over his shoulder 
before reaching down and tracing his pucker with slippery fingers. 


Steve slowly pushed the tip of his middle finger past the tight ring, Bruce hissing from the slight burn as the 
rest of the finger buried itself deep inside of him. Steve used a steady rhythm to open Bruce's passage, a 
second and eventually a third finger following the initial digit. Bruce gasped and thrusted his hips up sharply as 
Steve's fingers brushed against his prostate. Steve grinned and began to continuously move his fingers back 


and forth over the swollen ridge. 


Bruce grasped the pillows and cried out, the pleasure shooting up and down his spine, his body thrashing as it 
vibrated with ecstasy. Steve felt the tight tunnel close tightly around his digits, thick brows raising as he 
realized that Bruce was coming, his cum splashing all over his abdomen. He continued to thrust his fingers as 
the younger male continued to ride the wave of orgasmic bliss, finally pulling them away when Bruce batted 


weakly at his hand. 


Using the remaining lube on his hand, Steve coated his cock before leaning down and licking up the thick, white 
trails on Bruce's stomach, Bruce shivering at the feel of the wet muscle sliding across his body. Pulling back, 


Steve made a surprised face. 


"Hmm. Not bad" he said. 

Bruce could only laugh weakly as Steve brought his other leg onto his other shoulder. Positioning himself at 
Bruce's still quivering entrance, he used the weight of his body to sink his throbbing member into Bruce, 
slowly easing inside the smaller man with small thrusts until he was completely sheathed inside the snug 
passage. He then paused, waiting until Bruce bit his lip and nodded before he proceeded to fuck him. 

The starting pace was smooth, long languid thrusts as Steve drew out as much pleasure as he could Bruce 
moaned softly and began to move his hips up, meeting Steve on every push, tightening himself around the hard 
bar of flesh as Steve drew back. Steve groaned, he wasn't going to last very long this time. He began to pick 
up speed, his hips beginning to piston back and forth as he drove himself into Bruce. Bruce let out a strangled 
noise as the head of Steve's cock slammed into his prostate, his hands falling to clutch at Steve's thighs. 


Steve began to move frantically, his orgasm nearing. He reached down and took Bruce's renewed erection, 


wanking it in time with his thrusts. 

"Gonna..cum..a.gain." Bruce choked out, his mind becoming hazy. 

"Go ahead. Cum for me." Steve replied through clenched teeth, trying to hold on until Bruce came first. 

It didn't take long. With one last cry of Steve's name, Bruce's cock lurched in the bassist's hand, coating it and 
his stomach in shots of white, his body jerking underneath Steve's. Steve let out his own shout, thick jets from 


his cock dousing Bruce's wringing passage, sharp snaps of his hips marking each spurt. 


He managed to drop Bruce's legs before collapsing onto the bed, his breathing as harsh as the man's beside 


him. Turning onto his back, Steve wrapped his arms around Bruce as he manage slump down onto his chest. 
"That certainly didn't feel like an old man just then" Bruce panted. 
Steve just smiled and chuckled breathlessly. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


The pair got up earlier than they had expected and headed into the bathroom for a shower. Once clean and 
fully dressed, they exited the bedroom. They were surprised to see Kerry and Maisie at the small table in the 
kitchenette, but no sign of Lauren. 

"Hey, where is the third amigo?" Bruce inquired plopping down in the chair in front of Kerry. 


"She's still asleep." Maisie answered. 


"She hasn't gotten much sleep since we started trying to find you" Kerry elaborated. 


"Really?" Steve asked worriedly, settling himself to the right of Bruce and next to Maisie's high chair. 
"Yeah. She's snoring.” Maisie giggled. 

"Loudly" Kerry added. 

"So what are you girls doing up so early?" Steve asked, eyeing his two youngest daughters. 


Kerry shrugged. "I don't know. | just woke up and couldn't go back to sleep. Maisie was already up and needed to 
go to the bathroom so we just left Lauren in the room." 


Maisie nodded in agreement. 

"Besides," Kerry leaned forward, crossing her arms on the tabletop. "We wanted to ask you two something." 
Steve and Bruce glanced at each other quickly before turning their attention back to the girls. 

"What do you want to know?" Steve questioned cautiously. 

"This whole thing with trying to find Bruce had us wondering, could you two..ummm..y'know.." 

"Be together like Mommy and Daddy used to be?" Maisie finished. 

The two men's eyes widened and their jaws dropped. 


| mean its okay if you aren't. We may not understand completely like Lauren can, but we would be happy if 


you were." Kerry flustered. 

"That way Brucie can stay forever and you would be happy again, Daddy." Maisie said quietly. 

Steve was still reeling from what he had just heard, but Bruce decided to take a chance and roll with it. 
"What if.. what if we told you that we were.already together.like that?" he said. 

Kerry and Maisie looked at one another and smiled at the men 

"That would be awe.awes.awesomel” Maisie declared. 

Bruce grinned widely back at the girls, but it was Steve who answered. "We.. we are." 

"So when did you plan on telling us?" Kerry spoke, her lips forming a pout. 


"Not for a very long time. We wanted you to be old enough to understand it” Steve answered. 


"We may not get it entirely, but even kids like us know the potential for love when we see it" 
"How did you end up with such smart kids, Steve?" Bruce asked incredulously. 


"Honestly, | don't know. But I'm bloody glad to have them." Steve responded, ruffling up Maisie's hair as he 


smiled. 
"Hey, watch your lan-g-guage, mister!" Maisie chastised, shaking her little finger at him. 


They all laughed as Steve rolled his eyes and stuck his tongue out at the small girl, Maisie returning the 
gesture while positioning her thumbs on either side of her head and wiggling her fingers. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Lauren smiled as she closed the crack that she was listening out of. Walking away from the bedroom door, she 


went into the bathroom to take a shower. 


She told Paul that he wouldn't win, and by God he hadn't. 
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"Ah, home sweet home." Steve said as the family parked in front of the house. 

They had spent a few more days at the hotel, just getting used to having Bruce back before they decided to 
come home. They filed inside as the sun began to set and went their separate ways, the girls went to their 
rooms, Steve went upstairs to help unpack luggage, and Bruce went into the kitchen. He was a bit nervous 
about making dinner. Sure, he was good enough to suit his own tastes, but how would everyone else feel about 
his cooking? Would they like it? Would they hate it? Would he make someone puke? Oh God no! Maybe they 
should eat out or order something.. 

"You look like you're about to have a panic attack" Lauren giggled as she entered the kitchen 

"l-I know how to cook, but I'm not sure-" 

"If the rest of us can stomach it, huh?" 

Bruce blushed and nodded. 

"Well, don't worry. I'm here to help you out” 


Bruce sighed in relief and Lauren giggled some more. 


"Lets get started then" she said as she opened the left half of the refrigerator, exposing the frozen meats 
inside. 


Bruce took a deep breath, well here goes nothing.. 


RUN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNN NN NN NNN 


Kerry giggled and Maisie squealed as Steve tickled one with one hand and one with the other. 

"Daddy! Stop it! Hehehehe!" Maisie laughed. 

"Yeah Dad, stop!" Kerry shouted. 

"Why? | like tickling the two of youl" Steve replied, grinning, 

"| gotta peel | gotta peel" Maisie warned. 

"Okay. Okay. I'll stop." Steve backed away before coming forward, pretending he was going to tickle them again 
The girls screamed and moved off the bed they were on and made a break for it. Steve chuckled and prepared 
to follow, but his phone began to ring. Sighing, he reached into his pocket and got it out, looking to see who it 
was before he rolled his eyes. 


"What do you want, Nick?" Steve answered. 


"Wot a lovely day it is indeed! I'm glad you're okay! l'm doing just fine! Thanks for askin'!" Nicko said 


sarcastically. 

‘Its night time anyway, you klutz." 

"Anywho," Nicko disregarded the comment. "Ow are things going? Wot ‘appened a couple of days ago?" 

Steve sighed. "Why don't you stop by and I'll fill you in? Tell the rest of the blokes the same. Except for Paul!" 
"Paul? 'e got somethin’ to do wif this?" 

"Like | said, I'll fill you in when you stop by." 

"Finel Fine! We'll come by tomorrow, say around..noonish?" 

"Yeah, that'll work" 
"See ya then, ‘Arry. 
"See you then, Nick" 
Click. 


Steve sighed as he hung up the phone. He had been so engrossed with Bruce and the girls, that he forgot to 


let the guys know what was going on. Well, he'll have the chance tomorrow, better late than never, huh? 
"Daddy!" Maisie ran back in. “Brucie and Lauren said supper time!" 

Steve walked over and picked her up. "Let's go eat then, shall we?" 

"Uh huh!" Maisie nodding eagerly, she, and her stomach, agreed wholeheartedly. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Bruce fidgeted nervously as the rest sat down to eat. Lauren had helped him to start things off, but then she 
left him completely on his own. Hopefully, he didn't disgrace the whole pasta universe by screwing up spaghetti. 
Garlic bread and butter accompanied the meal, as well as soda for the adults, and Lauren, and juice for Kerry 
and Maisie. The dishes were passed around as everyone, with the exception of Maisie who was served by 
Steve, helped themselves and then it was the moment of truth. It looked good enough, but as for the taste.. 
"Mmmmml This tastes good!" Kerry gushed. 

"Really?" Bruce squeaked. 

It does!" Maisie confirmed. 

Well, they're just kids. They don't know how to discern tastes all that well.. 

‘It is pretty good" Steve added after he finished his bite, going in for another. 

"See, | told you that you wouldn't make a complete cock up of it” Lauren smirked. 

Bruce almost collapse from the chair in utter relief. They like it! They really, really like it! 

"Now lets see what you come up with tomorrow." Steve said. 

This time, Bruce really did fall from the chair. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Steve sighed as he entered the bathroom, shutting the door quietly before shedding his clothes. He had just 
finished tucking the girls in for the night, and he was definitely ready to go himself. The shower was already 
running, Bruce having got in a couple of minutes ago per orders from Steve. He was about to get in when he 


heard a voice; Bruce was singing to himself, quite well actually. He must not have heard Steve come in. 


"For the sad days and the bad days, when we was workin’ from nine to five.” 


Steve smiled, he had a great voice and he hated to interrupt him, but the water wasn't going to stay hot 
forever. He made his way inside quietly, shutting the door silently behind him. 


"And if you don't mind, I'll be spending my time, here by the fireside, in the warm light and love in her eyes!" 
Bruce belted. 


Steve came up behind him and wrapped his arms around his waist, effectively scaring the hell out of the 


younger man 
"Bloody hell, Steve! You almost gave me a heart attack, you arse!" 

Steve chuckled as Bruce place his arms over his, both of them being pelted by water from all sides. 
"| heard you singing and couldn't resist" 

'Wait..you.heard all that?" Bruce bit his bottom lip nervously. 


Steve let go of Bruce and turned him around so that they were face to face. "Yes, | did. And it sounded bloody 


fantastic." 
Bruce mumbled his thanks, head down and cheeks flushing. 


"Why aren't you in a band or something? You could be out there making millions, you would have never been 


homeless” 

"But then again, | would probably never have met you" Bruce said looking up into Steve's eyes. 
"True. But what if." 

"What if what?" 

"You could replace Paul. 

"WHAT?! 

"You heard me! You can replace Paull" 

"| can't! I'm not as good as him and Im sure to get stage fright and [-" 


Steve gave him a quick kiss to shut him up. "With your personality? | don't think so. And you're a much better 
singer than Paul. And with everything that has happened. don't want to be around him anymore." 


"Steve! One lie shouldn't dictate his place in the band!" 


"But the whole infatuation thing is, Bruce. Almost losing you was bad enough, but what if he does something 
more drastic? I'm not looking to take that chance. Besides, finding a new singer is a very legitimate reason to 


get rid of him" 
"Do you really believe | would be any good?" 


"From what | heard, yes. Just give it a go, I'll understand if you don't want to do it afterwards, but don't knock 
it until you try it" 


"O-okay. I'll try." Bruce gave in. 
"Great!" Steve smiled, now all he had to do was explain to the other members of the band. 


Suddenly feeling rejuvenated, Steve hoisted Bruce up and pinned him against the shower wall, crashing his lips 
against those of the smaller male. He had just the way to thank him for joining Iron Maiden. 
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The next day Steve and Bruce led the rest of the guys from Maiden into the separate building behind the 
house that served as Steve's personal studio. Steve just didn't feel comfortable enough to have this talk inside 
the house, there were just some things his daughters didn't need to hear, know, or concern themselves with. 
Nicko, Janick, Adrian, and Dave settled on the plush couch in the lounge area while Steve and Bruce took the 
love seat across from the quartet. 


"Alright mate, spit it out" Nicko urged. 


Steve sighed and went into the tale of Paul and his trickery, and as Bruce took over, their eyes widened in 


shock. 


"| always knew he had a thing for you, but | didn't think he would deliberately lie to your face like that." Adrian 
observed quietly. 


"What are we going to do about him then?" Janick inquired. 


"Well," Steve licked his lips, his hand reaching over to clutch Bruce's hand in his. "This is where it may become 


complicated. | want to get rid of Paul..and have Bruce take his place." 

Quiet. 

Bruce started to fidget slightly 

"Well, can he sing?" Dave broke the silence. 

Steve chuckled, rolling his eyes. "| wouldn't have suggested it if he couldn't, Davey." 


"Are we really gonna replace someone we've been close to for years just for one incident? No offense, Bruce." 


Adrian said. 


"None taken. | actually asked the same question" Bruce replied. 


"I kinda agree with ‘Arry. If ‘e is willing to make up a complex lie, imagine wot else ʻe might cook up. This is a 
very delicate situation, but | say that we give Bruce a listen" Nicko said. 


"l, and | can't believe l'm saying this, agree with Nicko. This is a very slippery slope; yes, | would like to see 
what he's got, but wouldn't firing Paul tip him over the edge?" Janick added. 


"Shite, | didn't think about that. But all | know is that | don't feel comfortable around him anymore, especially 
since he has bad intentions towards Bruce." Steve looked directly at Adrian. "I'm sure if any of you were in my 
place you would opt him out, too.” 


"He's got a point. I'll throw my hat in for Dickinson” Dave announced. 


Adrian sighed. "He's just changed so much since Bruce came along, | know there is some part of the old Paul in 


there. Let's see what you're made of, huh?" he relented, looking to Bruce. 

With all the other members’ consent, they decided to do a cover song before moving into Iron Maiden's 
catalogue. Each of the Three Amigos manned a guitar, which had made their homes in the studio ever since 
they recorded Piece of Mind there, and Nicko happily settled behind his kit. As the others tuned up and got 
themselves ready, Steve and Bruce stood a little ways off in a corner. 

"You're going to do just fine, Bruce.” Steve said quietly. 


"What if they don't like my voice? What if | mess something up?" Bruce fretted. 


"You have an amazing voice, nothing is wrong with. Just relax and sing like you did when you thought no one 
was there." Steve soothed, brushing the hair out of Bruce's face. 


"Let's just get this over with." Bruce took a deep breath and blew it out. 

"I love you." Steve declared before planting a solid kiss on his lips. 

Bruce looked at him with wide eyes. "What was that for?" 

"| need a reason to tell you | love you?" Steve's thick brows raised in amusement. 
Bruce flushed. "No. And | love you, too." 


"Good. Now let's get this done, | have plans for you." Steve said mischievously, walking over to his bass and 
getting set up. 


Bruce stepped up to the microphone and drew in several breaths to calm himself before going through a 


couple of scales. Once everyone was good to go, they had to decide on a song to play. 


"Smoke on the Water?" Nicko suggested. 

"Nah, how's about Paranoid?" Adrian proposed. 

"What about Close to the Edge?" Bruce offered. 

"Yes?" Dave asked. 

"Mmhmmm." Bruce nodded. 

"Good taste. | vote for Edge” Janick voiced. 

Steve shrugged. "A bit lengthy, but | don't see why not." 

The began and soldiered through the epic number, each blonde impressed with the way Bruce sounded. When 
the song was over, they took a few minutes to let Bruce rest his voice before going into Run to the Hills, 
Phantom of the Opera, and Where Eagles Dare. By the time they had finished, the rest of the guys were 
completely sold on Bruce. 

When the last few notes cleared out, they all look at him. 

"Okay, he's definitely in" Dave said. 

"Absolutely." 

"Without a doubt" 

“Sure is." 

Bruce beamed as they broke down the equipment, the group chattering excitedly as they made their way 
towards the front entrance. Steve opened the door and the smile on his face faded instantly. The rest were 
wondering what was wrong since he immediately stilled in the doorway. 

"Hello, Steve." 

Bruce nudged Steve to the side and took a look at the newcomer. His eyes widened and he gasped in surprise as 
he took in the figure standing at the base of the short steps. Standing in front of him had to be one of the 
most beautiful women he had ever seen, and he remembered the face from a special edition of Burm! 
magazine. 


"Lorraine." Steve croaked out, barely able to keep his composure. 


His soon to be ex-wife flashed a smile at him, a wicked gleam in her eyes. "It's been a while.” 
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"What are you doing here?" Steve asked cautiously. 

"I just wanted to talk to you." Lorraine glanced at the men behind him. "Alone, preferably.’ 

Steve looked back at the guys, but mostly locked eyes with Bruce. Getting the message, with a curt nod in her 
direction, Bruce moved out from behind Steve and made his way to the house, followed by the rest of the 
band members. Steve motioned for her to come inside the studio, closing the door behind himself to give them 
some privacy. 

What happened next, he would have never expected. 

She rounded on him, circling her arms around his neck and crushing her lips against his own. Steve stilled, 
surprise taking over him as his mind tried to process what was going on. Steve's eyes then widened and he 
ripped himself away from Lorraine. 

"What the hell?!" he panted, scrubbing his lips against his forearm. "What are you doing?!" 

"Kissing you. | thought you would have understood what that was by now." she replied. 


"What the fuck? Why?" 


Lorraine sighed, her eyes seeming to plead with him, the cocky demeanor that was present just a moment 
before gone. "This whole thing is stupid.. | wanted to see if we could just drop this divorce thing and try to 
patch things up." 


"Where the hell is this coming from all of a sudden? You wanted nothing to do with me, you seemed to have 
moved on to someone else, and now you want to try to fix things?! What happened to fixing things before we 
got into this mess?!" Steve spat. 


"I just miss our family. And us. As for this whole divorce business, you know l'm not too good with making 


decisions and is it a crime to have male friends?" she reasoned. 


"No, it isn't. But Lorraine, | don't think we should bother trying to mend this as a relationship, but maybe as a 
friendship. I'm w-.. | just don't think we should try again. 


"But why? We haven't been separated that long. Is there someone else?" she inquired softly. 


"That's none of your business. Just know that my answer is no. We're gonna go through this divorce, | don't 


quite fill the same about you anymore." 
"There is someone else! Who is she? | bet she won't treat you half as good as | did!" 


"Treat me well, huh? And trying to break a man through his heart and soul is? | loved you, Lorraine, honestly 


and truly loved you. But if it wasn't enough when you first filed for divorce, itll never be enough for a second 


go. 


Lorraine stepped up to him and put her hands on his chest. "I'm not over you, and I'm quite sure you're not 
over me yet. I'm going to keep trying to win your heart. | know | messed up before, but | can show you that | 


can do better; | can be a better woman" 


Steve's mind was still fuzzed from the aftermath of it being blown. Lorraine was so cold and distant before, 
but now she wanted him back. The complete turnaround was quick and unexpected and he felt that something 
was amiss here. He didn't get much of a chance to ponder more about the situation, because Lorraine's lips 


were again attached to his own. 


He was in the process of pushing her away when the door opened, Bruce poking his head in, the words dying on 
his lips once he took in what was going on. Lorraine was wrapped around Steve and Steve himself had a 


panicked look in his eyes. 


"What the hell is going on here?" Bruce growled as he fully crossed the threshold into the studio. He was 
about to make a quick inquiry as to whether Steve felt like taking the girls out with the rest of the blokes to 


have lunch, but instead he walked in on this? 


Steve shoved Lorraine away and made a beeline for the smaller man, clasping his hand with a calloused one and 
tugging him into the direction of the main house. "We need to talk. | can explain, just don't jump to conclusions, 


please." he said quickly, trying to put as much distance between himself and his ex-wife as he could. 


Lorraine sneered as she left the studio and headed to her car. He was screwing blokes now? There was no 
mistake in the jealous lover tone the man had when he spotted them together. Her face then relaxed into a 
grin, that didn't mean a thing, she still had a chance. If the partial erection that had been pressing up against 
her stomach was anything to go by.. 


"What the hell was that back there?" Bruce spoke sharply. 


Steve had dragged him up to their bedroom amongst the weird looks from the guys and Lauren, fortunately 


the other two girls were somewhere else in the house. Steve shut the door behind him and locked it. 


"She kissed me. Twice" Steve confessed 
"Why?! 

Steve sighed. "She came out of nowhere with the notion of getting back together" 

"What? Why, all of a sudden, does she want you back? And most importantly, do you want her back?" 


"I don't know anymore than you do. As for getting back together.. | don't know what you did to me, but there 


is no way in hell that | could ever lose you again. So, the answer would be no." 


Bruce softened some. Some. "I'm not so sure about that. | know that you love me, but | also know that you 


loved her. Feelings like that wean gradually, not in just a fortnight” 
Steve's brows furrowed. "What are you saying?" 


"Judging by the front of your pants, | know you're still attracted to her. If the physical window is open, then 


there is some chance of winning over the mental and emotional aspects of a person" 
"But Bruce, | don't want her. | want you." 
‘lm not saying that you don't, but you're still not over her." 


"No, l'm not. The emotions are still somewhat there, but you have to understand, we were together for lb 
years! I've had three children with her, so of course I'm still going to care about her and | want to at least 
establish positive ground with her! Damnit to hell, Bruce! | love her, but I'm not jin love with her, I'm in love 


with youl" 


Bruce sighed. "I know that. You coming to find me was proof enough. | was insecure enough about you, and now 
with her in the picture, knowing that you had the same feelings for her that you do for me drives me insane. 
| don't think you understand just how much | love you. | wouldn't know what to do with myself if | was without 
you. A couple of days was bad in of itself, but the rest of my life? And knowing that | didn't have something 


you needed in me that made you want to find it in someone else..fuck." 


Bruce sagged down onto the foot of the bed and buried his face in his hands, his confidence in where he stood 
seeming to have been seriously rattled by Lorraine's brief appearance. Steve, somewhat stunned by Bruce's 
somber rant, sat down beside him and pulled him into his arms. It was time to put these fears to bed once 


and for all. 


‘Im feeling things with you that I've never felt for Lorraine or anyone." he started softly. "It's fucking scary 
that when you imagine your life without someone and you feel a sharp pain in your chest at the mere thought 
of their absence. But then again, it's invigorating, it's how you know that somehow, you and that person are 


meant to be together. Its been two weeks since | first met you, and I've already fallen hard. | wasn't even 
interested in blokes before you! The three people | hold most dear in my life have fallen for you, although it 
was in a different way, they still have. You're so beautiful compared to someone like me, and stop blushing and 
giving me that weird look, men can be beautiful, you're proof of that. God Bruce, you hold us in the palm of 


your hand, just one decision to walk away would destroy us. | feel just as insecure as you do." 
"We'll stay together no matter what now, won't we?" Bruce whispered desperately. 


"We will. No matter what happens to us or what we have to do, if we get through it together then we'll stay 


together." Steve promised, his voice just as urgent. 


Despite the fact that they did indeed sound like a couple of chicks, Steve observed in the back of his mind, the 


end of the discussion was sealed with a kiss. 


Twenty-five 
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Steve and Bruce broke apart when they heard a knock on the door. Muttering a few death threats on his way, 
Steve went to the door and opened it to reveal the flat face of one of his long-time friends. 


"What do you want, Nick?" Steve asked, sighing. 


The drummer's voice was unusually quiet. "| don't know wot Lorraine was doin’ ‘ere, but if you an' Bruce need 


some time alone, me an’ Janick will be glad to take them fer the night." 


Steve let out a breath. "You don't mind, Nick?" he then stepped halfway out the door, his voice a whisper, 
"Bruce seems to be pretty shaken up by this, and | don't want them to see and ask questions." 


ltl be no problem, mate. Do you think 'e can fake it enough to say bye?" 
"Yeah, we'll be right down" 


Nodding, Nicko retraced his steps and went back down the stairs. Steve went back into the bedroom and 


kneeled in front of Bruce. Soft, unsure chocolate eyes met his own 

"Think you can say a quick goodnight to the girls?" Steve spoke softly. 

Bruce nodded and stood, their hands clasping as they made their way to the living room. 

The girls looked up at them when they stepped into the room, getting up and meeting the couple halfway. 

"See you girls tomorrow." Steve said, giving a kiss to each of their foreheads. 

Bruce gave each a tight hug and a weak smile, his brow furrowing when Maisie motioned for him to lean down 


to her level. Crouching down, he cocked his head to the side in question, the litle girl leaning up and giving him 
a kiss on the cheek. 


"Woah, wait a minute! Don't | get a kiss?" Steve whined, his words breaking the tension that seemed to have 
formed when the pair walked into the room, the group laughing as Maisie rolled her eyes and gave his cheek a 
kiss as well when he bent down. 


After that, the two men said their goodbyes to Adrian, Nicko, Janick, and Dave, and before they knew it, they 


were alone. 

"You hungry?" Steve asked. 

"No, | lost my appetite not too long ago" 

Steve sighed. "Let's call it an early night, huh?" 
Bruce let out a weak laugh. “It's not even dark out" 
Steve rolled his eyes. "Lets call it a day then’ 


Bruce followed Steve up to their room and into the bathroom. Both men stripped down and stepped into the 
shower, Steve reached forward and turned on the water, a sudden yip startling him. 


"You bastard!" 

Steve chuckled. "Sorry, didn't think to warn you. Is is still cold?" 

"Why don't you find out?" Bruce yanked Steve in front of him, Steve yelping as the icy water hit him. 

Bruce quickly maneuvered in front of the spray and soon Steve felt the water become hot, Bruce stopping 
before it became too much. Their shower was full of play, more fun being had than actual cleaning being done, 
but when the water began to lose its heat, they gave each other a quick scrub down before getting out and 


drying off. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNA NNN NNN 


Bruce bit his lip as he sat on the side of the bed, his eyes searching Steve's as the older man walked up and 
took a seat beside him. 


"Hey." Steve said, brushing some of Bruce's hair out of his face. 
"Hey." Bruce replied, his gaze falling to the floor. 
‘Its still bothering you, isn't it?" 


"Yeah." Bruce admitted. 


Steve sighed. 

"But.. you can distract me from it" Bruce said, nudging Steve's shoulder with his own 
"Oh, really? And how would | go about doing that?" Steve grinned. 

‘I'm sure you could think of something,” 


Steve leaned over and nuzzled the side of Bruce's face before catching his lips with his own. Bruce moaned as 
Steve's tongue pushed past his lips, falling on his back as Steve climbed on top of him. He felt cool air below 
his waist as Steve tugged the towel off of him, a second towel joining it on the floor as Steve tore off his own. 


They shifted on the bed until Bruce's head was nestled into the pillows propped up on the headboard, with 
Steve nipping and sucking on his neck 


"Fuck" Bruce gasped as his nipple was sucked into the warm, wet cavern that was his boyfriend's mouth. 


Steve quickly switched over to the other side, lavishing the same attention on the other bud. The bassist 


continued to make his way down until he reached Bruce's groin, his brow furrowing in thought. 
Bruce caught the look and spoke, "What's wrong?" 
Steve sat on his haunches and looked at him. "| want to try something. Get on your hands and knees." 


Curious, Bruce got into position, feeling Steve situate himself behind him. Steve kneaded both of his cheeks in 
each hand before spreading them, exposing his entrance. He brushed his thumb back and forth against it, 
feeling Bruce shudder; he then leaned forward and gave the pucker an experimental lick, a taste that was 
completely unfamiliar, but not bad, filling his senses. 


Bruce tightened the bed sheets in his hand as Steve teased him with his tongue, his breath coming out in 
short pants as his cock began to leak precome. Steve pushed his tongue inside and Bruce cried out, burying his 
face in the pillows as Steve continued the onslaught on his arse. His tongue was replaced by the tip of a 
calloused finger, the digit thrusting gently until it was buried inside of him. 


A second and third finger followed afterwards, Bruce barely managing to keep himself up on all fours. The 
tongue was now back, the slippery muscle tracing its way inside of him. Steve reached up under him, taking his 
cock in hand and wanking it in time with the thrusts of his tongue. Steve felt the muscles of Bruce's passage 


clamp down, a warm, thick liquid coating his hand. 


Steve barely managed to pull away before Bruce collapsed, his body still rocking with slight spasms. Steve 
chuckled moved up the bed, running his clean hand through the soft tresses of Bruce's hair as he waited for 
the younger male to calm down from his orgasm. When he did, he looked up at Steve just as he began to lick 


the cum from his hand, the sight making his cock twitch back to life. 


He turned over on his back and pulled Steve on top of him just as he finished cleaning his hand, Bruce tasting 
himself as their tongues tangled in a passionate kiss. Steve moved in between Bruce's thighs and wrapped his 
legs around his waist before parting from his kiss-swollen lips. 


He held his hand out. "Spit." 


Bruce leaned up enough to spit into his palm, Steve adding his own saliva before reaching down and coating his 
cock as liberally as he could Their lips met once more as Steve slid inside Bruce, making slow, shallow thrusts 
until he was buried completely inside his gripping heat. Bruce didn't waste any time, thrusting upwards, his 
impatience making itself known. 


Steve began to move, eyes locking with Bruce as he thrusted slowly into the smaller male. Bruce gasped as he 
felt the head of Steve's cock brush the hidden button inside of him. Steve smirked and began to pick up his 
pace, hitting Bruce's prostate dead on each time he pushed back into him. Bruce broke their eye contact as his 
eyes rolled to the back of his head, crying out each time a bolt of pleasure shot up his spine. 


Steve felt his balls tighten and wrapped his arms around Bruce, pulling him up as he sat back on his haunches, 
effectively trapping Bruce's cock between their stomachs. Bruce twined his arms around Steve's neck, his voice 
rising to a steady keen as he felt the knot tightening inside his lower abdomen. They both stilled as they hit 

their peak simultaneously, Bruce's seed spurting between them as Steve's bathed the spasming walls of Bruce's 


arse. 


They fell onto the bed, Steve still inside Bruce as they tried to catch their breaths. Once Steve was able to 
somewhat recover, he pulled his softening cock out of Bruce, collapsing next to him. They shared a sated kiss, 


barely making it under the sheets before falling asleep, the cum on their stomachs being left to dry. 
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It was dark out when Steve woke up. He looked at the clock next to the bed; hmm, only 8:36 pm? He yawned 
and stretched as much as he could with the weight against his side and on his chest. Looking down, he smiled 
as he took in the relaxed features of his lover; yet again, his beauty left him speechless and he felt a slight 
ache in his chest. It never ceased to amaze him how attached he had become to this man in less than a 
month's time. The way his eyes lit up and his crooked teeth exposed themselves when he would smile and 
laugh. The way he ran around and played with Lauren, Kerry, and Maisie. The soft feel of his lips whenever he 
captured them with his own. The ecstasy on his face and the passion in his eyes when they made love. But 
most of all, the look of adoration and love in his eyes when they were alone just talking or simply enjoying each 


other's presence. 


His smile grew when Bruce yawned and began to stretch as well, blinking several times before meeting his 


eyes, a smile stealing across his face as well. 

"Hey." Steve whispered. 

"Hey." Bruce replied. 

"How are you feeling now?" 

Bruce smiled got wider. "Much, much better." 

"No more of this nonsense?" 

"Not with Lorraine, no." 

"Are you hungry?" 

A loud rumble sounded throughout the large room and Bruce blushed. "Definitely." 


"Lets head in for a shower and we'll go someplace nice." 


Plans in motion, the couple got up and headed to the expansive bathroom. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


The place was almost dark, Bruce observed as they walked inside the restaurant. There were dimmed lights 
placed here and there for ambience, but for the most part there was almost complete privacy for each table. 
The tables themselves were rounded booths spaced a good ways apart and the conversations carried 


throughout the room, creating a lively buzz to the atmosphere of the eatery. Steve and Bruce were led to a 


table on the far right, the table seemingly far off from the rest. 
Bruce raised his brows in question as they slid into the booth. 


"Me and the blokes or the girls would come here on a regular basis. It keeps the whole lot from recognizing 


me. 
Bruce nodded. 


"And." Steve scooted closer to Bruce and clasped their hands together under the table. "It provides the most 


privacy since we're not so close to the lights." 

Bruce tried to fight down his blush as a waitress came up to their table. 
"What would you gentlemen like to drink?" 

"A bottle of wine would be lovely right about now." Steve answered. 


The waitress scribbled on her pad and looked to Bruce, his nod sending her on her way to retrieve their drink. 


They made light conversation while looking over the menu until the waitress returned with their wine. 

"Are you ready to order?" 

They placed their orders, Bruce flushing when Steve poked fun at him for ordering so much food, and in the 
same sentence, telling him to get whatever he wanted. Once the waitress left they turned their attention back 
to each other, the conversation general until Steve slapped himself on the forehead and cursed under his 
breath. 

"What? What's wrong?" Bruce inquired, slightly worried. 


"Tomorrow is Kerry's birthday! Shite!" Steve said, falling backwards and sliding down the seat. 


"Really? How old will she be?" 


"Nine. Blimey! How could | have forgotten?!" 
"Calm down, Steve. It's not that late out, we can get her something when we're finished here." 
"| have to get a cake and some ice cream, get presents, get decorations, wrap the presents, invite her fri-" 


"We'll get the cake and the ice cream, we'll get the presents as well as the decorations, we'll wrap the 


presents, and l'm certain that she would be content with just us and the other blokes." 
"Are you sure?" 

"Positive. She doesn't ask for much, Steve." 

Steve sighed. "You're right about that." 

"See, we just avoided a full panic attack." Bruce snickered, grinning smugly at Steve. 
"Oh, shut up you." Steve replied, a relieved smile on his face. 


The waitress was back, this time with their food, both thanked the woman graciously before digging in, each 
thinking about what they wanted to get the quiet little girl that they both adored. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


Steve and Bruce collapsed onto their bed a couple of hours later, both exhausted from all the back and forth 
trips they were forced to endure. They had stopped by a nearby bakery right before closing, ordering a cake 
for Kerry that should be ready around noon, Steve making a mental note to call Nicko and tell him to keep the 
girls occupied until they could get it. They had gotten the ice cream at a local supermarket. They had bought 
her tons of presents, making Steve groan loudly at the thought of having to wrap them all, making another 
mental note to call Adrian and Dave so they can come help out. By the time they made it home, it was past 
midnight and they were walking zombies despite the fact that they took quite a long nap prior to going out to 


eat. 


They mustered up enough energy to shed their clothes before diving under the sheets, Bruce's head taking its 


usual spot on Steve's chest, Steve's arms making their way around the younger man, 
Bruce yawned. "Let's get some rest, we have a big day tomorrow." 

"I know. | just hope she enjoys it and her birthday presents.” 

"You're her dad. She'll love anything you get her." 


Steve bit his lip. "In a way.. you're kind of like her dad too, y'know." 


Bruce's head jerked up and he looked at Steve with wide eyes. "Huh?" 
Steve shrugged. "She loves you, she looks up to you, and you help take care of her" 
"Nicko and the others do practically the same thing. Wouldn't | just be an uncle?" 


Steve chuckled, but his tone was serious. "First off, you live here and they don't. You treat them with a care 
that | envy myself at times. And your bond is much stronger than the ones they have with the others, if 
something... if something were to happen to you, | think it would hit them harder than it would if something 
happened to the other blokes." 


Bruce was silent, pondering over what Steve had just said. He had always wanted to be a father, of course he 
raised his siblings, but that wasn't the same since he knew his parents were just around the corner, so to 

speak. The idea of fatherhood soon went out the door, in his mind, when he discovered he didn't like girls in a 
sexual way. He would love to be around to help raise the girls, but there was just something about it all that 


felt.. a little artificial to him. 


‘Ive always wanted to be a dad," Bruce started, "But | guess | wanted the full experience, from infancy 


onwards." 

"We.. we could always see what we could do." 

"Wait. What? What are you suggesting, Steve?" 

"There are ways we could do that. | mean, we could adopt or we could get a surrogate." 


"Are you being serious? We haven't even been together that long and it's a huge step. Are you sure?" Bruce 


was floored by Steve's response. 


"I know, and it doesn't have to be now. It could be later on down the road if you would like. | mean, | could get 


used To the idea of raising a child with you." 
Bruce shook his head. "Now I'm sure | don't know what the hell | could have done to deserve you." 


"Like | said, you're you. | wouldn't really put it into consideration if it was someone else. Anywho, aren't we 


supposed to be going to sleep? Big day and whatnot? We can talk about this some other time." 


Bruce, still in shock over their conversation, accepted a light kiss from Steve. He slowly drifted off to sleep, his 
mind still reeling over the whole idea Were they really going to do this? After a short period of time of being 
together? Were they moving too fast? If they were going to go through with this, it would definitely back up 
Steve's claim of being in this for the long haul. He just hoped things between them wouldn't turn out like they 


did between Steve and Lorraine. 


Twenty-Seven 
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Steve and Bruce woke up bright and early the next morning and got started on the decorations, making sure 
everything was just so before moving on to the next thing. When noon came around, they went out and 
fetched the cake, thanking and tipping the owner generously for filling the last-minute order, then they sped 
back home to put it in the small walk-in cooler, Bruce's eyes widening when he saw it since he never noticed it 


was there before. 


Steve had just finished calling Nicko and Adrian and had made his way into the living room. Bruce was on a 
ladder, pinning up the last part of the pink ‘Happy Birthday!’ banner. 


"Davey and Ade are on their way, and Nicko said ‘consider the girls distracted so that should buy us some 
time." 


"Good. We still have a shite-load of presents to wrap. Is the house out back?" Bruce said, climbing down and 
making his way towards the pile of gifts and wrapping paper. 


"Yeah, it's good to go. How lucky were we on that one?" 
"Pssh. At Il o'clock? Pretty damn lucky, | would say." 


Steve came over and they both sat down on the floor and got to work on wrapping toys, accessories, etc. while 


making light conversation. That is, until Bruce brought up last night's topic. 
"Steve?" 

The bassist looked up at him. "Yeah?" 

"About what we talked about last night..." 


"What about it?" 


"Were you serious? | mean, we were kind of caught up in the moment of Kerry's birthday, and-" 


"If you changed your mind that's fine with me, | guess. | was excited over the thought of raising a kid 
together, but if it isn't what you want" 


"NO! No! That's not what | meant Steve! | was just making sure you were on board with this. Like | said before, 
this is a huge step, and we've only been together for a month. | just don't want us to make a quick decision 


and have it come back on us later." 


"Love is love, Bruce, no matter how long it's been. | have one-hundred percent faith in us, and | know its a 
pretty big step, but one that I'm willing to take with you. And | can tell you from my experiences, children can 
definitely make things better, it's just up to the couple to make the most out of it, and | know we would." 


| want this so badly, but I'm scared Steve. | don't want us to turn out like you and Lorraine did, not that | put 


any of it on you, it's just.. I'm throwing myself out there, and I'm wondering if l'm going to hit pavement.” 


Steve moved beside him and cupped the back of Bruce's neck, bringing them nose to nose with each other. 
"Look Bruce, you're not the only one throwing themselves wholeheartedly into this. I've already felt the 
backlash of a failed relationship; I'm not saying | have more to lose, I'm just saying | know how bad it hurts. 
Try seeing this from my perspective: your wife just kicked you to the curb after lb years of marriage, leaving 
you heart-broken, and | will admit, still in love. Then you go to a conference for the weekend to find that your 
daughters have magically become enthralled with this bloke that was just randomly sitting next to a bench in 
front of the hotel you're staying in Add to that the fact that you end up head over heels with this bloke 
after a mere two days, after over thirty years of being attracted to nothing but birds. Bloody hell Bruce, do 
you know how fast my life has flipped in the past thirty days?" 


"I still can't believe they liked me. Any other kid would have gotten their parents to call the cops on me or 
something. If | was in your place | probably would have taken one look at me and grabbed my kids and left" 


"And you could be in that position one day, well. maybe not the situation itself, but in a father's position’ 
"You sure it's not too soon?" 

"Not for me. Like | said, it doesn't have to be now if you don't want it to be." 

"What about the girls? If we do, when will we tell them? And more importantly, what will we tell them?" 


"I think they would be pretty excited to have another sibling. It'll take some getting used to, of course, but | 
think they would love him or her." 


"If anything, | would want it to be a her." 
Steve smiled. "You too, huh?" 


"Girls just seem to be easier to handle..for now, anyway." 


“This is all the stuff we'll have to talk about if we decide to go through with this." 
Bruce sighed. "I'll have to think more on it, if you don't mind” 
"| don't. It's just fine with me. Like | said, we'll tak more in-depth about it later on" Steve gave Bruce a quick 


peck as they heard a knock at the front door. "There's Thing One and Thing Two." he said as he got up to 


answer the door. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Adrian and Dave already had a couple of gifts of their own, snickering when they followed Steve into the living 


room and saw the pile of unwrapped gifts. 
‘Last minute, Harry? For shame" Dave said, tsk-ing and shaking his head. 

"Shut up you git, and just help us get this done so we can finish up on the decorations” Steve muttered 

With four sets of hands on the job, they made quick work of wrapping the gifts and set about putting the last 
touches to the decorations, finally coming to a mutual satisfaction amongst the four when they heard the 


sound of a car pull up. 


Steve let out a breath. "Here goes nothing." 


Twenty-Eight 
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The woman scowled as she hung up the phone. Bruce had given her a number to call when he left with that 
joke of a man, but so far, there had been no answer. Ever since he left with Steve, they had had no contact 


whatsoever. Paddy sighed as she sank down into her chair; she remembered when she first met Bruce.. 
She sighed as she walked into the building, somewhat ready fo start another day at her dead-end job 


‘Why the hell am I still here?” she thought to herself as she approached the elevator, pressing the button for it fo 


open, 


Once the doors opened she slowly got inside dragging her feet as if to force them to move forward, just as the 
door was about to close she heard a shout 


‘Hey! Could you hold the doors for me?!" A man shouted as he ran for the elevator. 

Paddy immediately hit the button in the center, re-opening the doors just before they closed The man slpped 
through the doors and leaned against the wall as the elevator doors closed, trying to catch his breath Paddy 
pushed the button for the third floor and the elevator began fo move up. She couldnt help but steal a couple of 
glances here and there, the man was gorgeous, she wanted fo say something, but her tongue seemed fo be glued 
fo the roof of her mouth 


She didnt have to say anything "Thanks, luv. My name's Paul Dickinson, but a lot of people call me Bruce." he said, 
holding out his hand. 


Hmm, he was a direct man. "Youre very welcome, my name is Paddy Bowden" 
‘Nearly broke my neck trying to get here on time." 
"On time? You work here?" 


‘My first day. i 


Paddy giggled. "Good luck." 

"lm goma need it" 

The elevator chose that moment to stop, a ding signalling that they had arrived on their floor 
Bruce motioned for her to step out first "Well, | guess Hl see you around" he said 


Paddy went into the direction of her workplace, Bruce heading in the opposite direction to the boss's office. She 
really hoped to see him again 


She saw him again later that day. t was time for the building fo close and she was making her way to her car 
when she saw him heading towards the crosswalk a few yards away. She hurried to her car and tossed her things 
into the backseat, closing the door and cranking up the car before pulling out. She made quick work of leaving the 
parking lot, just in tme to catch Bruce. 

Rolling down the window on the passenger side, she called out to him. "Bruce! Need a ride?" 


Bruce, startled at first, smiled at her. "! would be very grateful" he responded He didn't see the harm in catching a 


ride from her, she seemed very nice. 

"Hop in." 

Bruce made his way over fo the car and opened the door, his smile growing wider as he got in 

"Thanks, it was going to be a hell of a walk back home." 

‘ts my pleasure, just let me know where to go." 

"Well, you can start by going in that direction" he said, pointing to the left 

They made small falk in between Bruce's directions, laughing and getting to know each other. Paddy found out that 


Bruce didn't leave that far away from her, in fact, he lived two blocks away. She immediately volunteered fo be 


his transportation to and from work, waving off his protests and concerns 
"Well. if you really don't mind, then | would love the lift." 
‘Like | said, its no problem, | don't live that far from you and its on the way to work" 


"Thanks again, Paddy." Bruce said as he climbed out. "See you tomorrow!" 


Paddy stared dreamily at him as he closed the door and made his way to his apartment. "See you tomorrow 


indeed, Bruce." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


They had continued to learn more about each other on the rides to and from work and soon they started 
eating and hanging out together. The more days that passed the closer they became, a lot of their co-workers 
giving them grief and making bets on when they were going to become an official couple. She had to admit that 
she had been hoping for him to formally ask her out, but one night when they decided to have dinner 
together, Bruce shyly told her about his sexuality, praying that he didn't lose a friend in her. 


Although heartbroken, she smiled stiffly and said it didn't matter to her, that it didn't change him in her eyes. 
That night when she came home she cried silently, knowing that a good man, the perfect man, had just slipped 


from her grip, even if he was almost always an arm's length away. 


Paddy bit her lip as she turned her head and looked out of the window a few feet away from her. That was 
almost five years ago, and she still wanted him. Badly, oh so badly. She was going to find a way To have him, 
even if it may hurt their friendship. She just hoped that whatever she planned wouldn't ruin their bond beyond 


repair. 
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Steve sighed happily as he climbed into the bed with an already asleep Bruce. He had done his best to make 
this day wonderful for his little girl, and his heart soared when he pictured her face, which was lit up the 
entire day. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NN NN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


When the door opened Kerry was the first inside, squealing happily when she got a very loud "Happy Birthday!" 
from the four waiting inside, as well as the four behind her. She ran in and jumped on Bruce and Steve, trying to 
hug them both at once. 


"Thank you!" she pulled back grinning. She then went over and hugged Adrian and Dave, accepting the kisses they 
planted on their cheeks. 


‘Come outside, luv, we have a little surprise for you." Steve said, holding out his hand Kerry rushed over and 
latched onto her father's hand, taking hold of Bruce's in the other as they escorted her to the backyard, Janick 


and Nicko setting their own presents for the girl down before following everyone else out. 


They had made it out just in time fo see the girl gasp in surprise, staring wide-eyed at the clubhouse in front of 
her. After a few moments she tore away from the two men, nudging the plastic door open and going inside. The 
other two girls followed her, all three babbling excitedly as they took in what was inside. There was a table with 
four chairs, a normal size plastic fea cup set sitting in the center. h one corner there was a toy box, which the 
girls found to contain outside toys like jump ropes and chalk and in another corner there was a box filled with 
costumes for tea parties and the like, to name a few things the clubhouse had 


‘Bloody hell, how could you find all this in such a short amount of time?" Adrian whispered loud enough for Steve 
and Bruce fo hear. 


"Pure luck, mate." Steve chuckled, his response honest. 


Bruce caught Steve's eye and the bassist nodded, the singer quietly leaving the group, pulling Janick, Dave, and Nicko 
along with him. 


"We have another surprise for you, come on" Steve motioned for the girls to follow, the birthday girl leading the 
trio outside..only to be ambushed by water guns and balloons. 


The girls squealed and Steve and Adrian shouted as they were pelted by water from almost all sides. They looked 
around and spotted several buckets of water and a pile of water guns waiting for them, the group making a break 


for it under continuous fire. 


Bruce, Nicko, Dave, and Janick roared as the group returned fire, taking direct hits to the face and chest as Steve, 
Adrian, and the girls got their revenge. 


The water fight lasted for almost two hours until everyone ran out of ammo, the girls being ushered up to their 
rooms to change while the guys made quick work of changing their own, the other members of Maiden having 
spent so much time there that they had quest rooms of their own, with plenty of clothes to change into. Bruce 
and Steve hurriedly dressed, darting down to the kitchen and into the walk-in cooler to get Kerry's cake. Once they 
got it out, Bruce pulled out candles from one of the drawers in the kitchen and quickly, but neatly, setting nine 
candles inside the cake, Steve following behind hm with a lighter to light them up. 


Adrian and Dave came in soon after, nabbing the chips, soda, plastic utensils, and styrofoam bowls, cups, and plates 
from the counter as well as the ice cream from the freezer and a scoop from one of the drawers. They could 
vaguely hear the girls chattering excitedly as they settled into the living room, and the unmistakable boom of 
Nicko's voice could be heard also. 


"Blimey! Ive worked up quite the appetite chasing you lot around the yard! What does a bloke have to do to get 


some cake around here?!" 


All four men in the kitchen rolled their eyes, Adrian and Dave making their way to the living room, followed slowly 
by Steve and Bruce with the cake, Bruce grabbing the plastic pie cutter as an afterthought. 


Kerry's eyes lit up even further when she saw the cake. It was nothing too fancy, just a one-tier cake with Alice in 
Wonderland, her favorite book, characters sitting about having tea, the candles resting around the table and in the 
hands of the three having a cuppa. Steve and Bruce set the cake down in the middle of the coffee table as 
everyone sang the Happy Birthday Song, Kerry immediately going to her knees in front of the lit spectacle. 
Ready?" Steve asked 

Kerry nodded eagerly, 


"Make a wish" Bruce encouraged, the smile on his face wide. 


Kerry closed her eyes for a moment, the lids shut so tight they wrinkled, before opening her eyes and taking a 
deep breath, managing to blow out all the candles in her first try. Steve took out the candles and Bruce picked up 


a plate, using the pie cutter to get the first piece for the birthday girl The next half hour was spent eating, the 
group eating as much of the junk food as they could stomach before it was time fo open the presents. 


Kerry soon settled into the middle of the floor, clapping her hands excitedly as the men brought in her presents, 
the girl ready to tear into them. Dave and Adrian's presents came first, Steve's eyes rolling as coloring books, 
finger paint, markers, and crayons were revealed, like she needed more encouragement to make a mess.. Next 
were Nicko and Janick's presents, containing a Barbie limousine with accessories as well as a girly toy drum kit, 
courtesy of her Uncle Nick And last were Bruce and Steve's presents, Kerry and the girls chattering excitedly as 
she unveiled life-size dolls, a doll house, make-up, which had Steve's eyes rolling again as he looked pointedly at 
Bruce and Lauren promising to help her apply it later on, but her eyes teared up as she opened her final present. It 
was a teddy bear, a heart joining its hands together, the words Daddy loves you' written in cursive in the center 
of it 


Steve held Bruce's hand in his own, ‘Its a gift from both of us." he said quietly. 
Kerry, as well as the others, caught on to the double-edged meaning and she got up, running to the two and 


wrapping her an arm around each of their necks, the two men returning the hug with tears of their own fogging up 


their vision 
"That was more fun than any party Mum ever threw." Kerry said. 


| know! Well, | only had three, so | guess | know. So what did you wish for?" Maisie asked from her bed on one 


side of the room they shared. 


"| can't say it, it might not come true if | do." Kerry answered as she turned on her side to peep over at her 


little sister. 

‘It must be really special." 

"Yeah." 

With that Maisie drifted off, Kerry's heart swelling with hope as she thought of the wish she had made. 
‘| really do wish for Daddy and Bruce to stay together’ she thought as she closed her eyes. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNNN NNN 


Bruce shifted onto his side, his back to Steve. The bassist sighed and molded against him, wrapping his arm 
around the singer's waist and resting his cheek near the top of Bruce's head, their hands fumbling blindly until 
they were able to link their fingers together. 


Steve closed his eyes and allowed himself to be lulled to sleep by the soft sounds of his lover's evened-out 
breathing. 


A/N: Kerry's cake: http://www.cakedot com/2009/Aliceb85inWonder land Too2-b-04jpg 
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Paul muttered as he reached for the phone. He took a quick glance at the clock, 8:58 am? It was too damn 


early in the morning for someone to be calling. 

"Lo?" he spoke sleepily. 

"Is this Mr. Paul Di'Anno?" the business-like tone of the man on the other end making him snap to attention 
"Yes, may | ask who this is and why are you calling?" 


"This Roger Faxon, CEO of EMI Music, and I'm calling about your release from Iron Maiden, and quite possibly 
the company itself." 


"What?!" 


"It is understood that the band's creator, Mr. Stephen Harris, has wished to discontinue your contribution to 
the group by replacement as of 1:43, on this morning of August 21, 2000." 


"Replacement?!" 
"If you would come in around noon today we can go over this in more detail, sir." 
Y y g 


Paul got up and began to dress. "Is it possible for me to head over there right now? | would really like to get 
to the bottom of this as soon as possible." 


"Absolutely, the secretary will tell you where to go if you give her your name. The team and | will be awaiting 


your arrival." 


Paul slammed the phone down on the receiver and continued his speedy dressing. He would get to the bottom 


of this alright. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NN NNN NN NNN 


"So, how does it feel to be an official part of Maiden?" Nicko asked as the pair walked through the door. 


The other guys had decided to kip at Steve's house for the night, by the time Kerry's party had wound down 
it was a bit late to try to drive. 


Bruce smiled stupidly. "I would reckon that it feels pretty good, Nicko." 


Nicko let out a whoop. "Shall we pillage through ‘Arry's secret stash an’ ‘ave a bit of drink before th’ kiddos 


wake up?" 


"How's about we wait until later for that? I've pawned me girls off enough for a while. | would like us to spend 


more time with them before next week." 
"Next week?" Janick asked. 
Steve sighed. "Yeah. Next week we start the custody battle for the girls.” 


The mood immediately turned somber. Most of them had forgotten about that, they were so caught up in 
Bruce's arrival and all the good times that they had turned their backs on reality for a long time. 


"We don't ‘ave much to worry about, eh? All this will do is keep tha’ wench away legally, right? I'm sure th’ 
girls will be ‘appily playing out in th' backyard after this is over!" 


"Nicko's right! We shouldn't mope around! We should be planning what we're going to do in celebration!” Dave 
exclaimed, his smile pushing his cheeks up high. 


"We could do something special for them." Bruce said, the guitarist's and the drummer's enthusiasm getting to 


him. 


"Ey! We could take them to tha’ theme park in Florida! Bludi hell, wot's th' name of it?" Nicko snapped his 


fingers, hoping to recall the park's name. 
"Disney World?" Bruce suggested. 
"Tha's th’ one! Wif all th' characters an’ wotnot, th’ girls will love it!" 


"You sure you just don't want to go there yourself, Nick?" Adrian grinned from his vantage point by the 
window. 


"Hal Disney World is fer people of all ages!" 


"That's what they tell adults to encourage them to come and spend money, Nick" Steve said, a small smile 


stealing over his face. 


"This is planning is good and all, but since we're your guests, maybe you should think about feeding us?" Adrian 
said, giving his chin a good scratch. 


"Now that he's said something, I'm starving!” Janick agreed. 


"Since th' weather is still quite nice, which isa little odd around this time of year, ‘ow's about we crank up th’ 
grill in th back an’ destroy ‘Arry's meat supply?" 


"IFs a little early for grilling, Nick." Steve responded, rolling his eyes. 
Nicko gasped. "Blasphemy! It's never too early fer grilled ‘ot dogs an' burgers, my friend!" 


The comment started up a spark of laughter, as well as the comical look of shock and offense on Nicko's flat 


face. 


"What's with all the noise down here?" Lauren spoke as she stood in the entrance of the living room, her hands 


on her hips with her foot tapping on the cool floor. 
"We were jus’ tellin’ yer ol! man ‘ere tha' we're goin' to ‘ave ourselves a little barbecue today!" 


‘Isn't it a little early for a barbeque? And the only thing we can grill is the hot dogs and the burgers. Just 


grilling a few things that don't really require barbecue sauce isn't barbecuing." 
‘Leave it fer you an yer dad ‘ere to ruin my fun!" 


‘Oh, some grilling is going to get done. Now that you said something, if there isn’t, someone's day is going to be 


very miserable." Lauren cocked her brow in expectation 

Nicko let out another one of his ear-ringing whoops, taking charge immediately. "Arry, you an’ Bruce should go 
upstairs an‘ get th' other two girls ready. Davey an’ Ade, go rummage th’ fridge fer th' meat. Jan, l'm 
entrusting you to risk life an’ limb to get those plates, buns, an’ wotnot." 

"What are you going to do?" Steve asked suspiciously. 

"Me? Well I'm going to go get th’ charcoal an’ th’ lighter fluid to get things started up!" 

Everyone groaned at the prospect of Nicko around anything flammable. 


"Wotever! Come on! Let's get to it! Don't ‘ave all day, time is of th' essence an’ all that rot 


The group rolled their eyes and scattered to do the drummer's bidding. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Paul was stunned as he walked out of the building. They hadn't outright let him go, but he knew it would be a 
matter of time before he was completely jobless. He couldn't believe that Steve would just drop him like that. 
What had he done wrong? And as for the replacement they had talked about, but refused to name for privacy 
reasons, per request by Steve himself until they were ready to start a new album, who the hell could they 


replace him with in just a couple of weeks, days even? 


He felt the rage starting to build over the shock. He would get his answers, and there was nothing better than 


going to the source. Climbing in his car, he set out for Steve's place. 


Thirty-One 
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Laughter and heavenly smells filled the air as everyone congregated in the backyard. Bruce and Dave chased 
the girls around while Janick and Adrian finished setting up the table out back and Steve watched cautiously 
over the exuberant drummer manning the grill. Steve called to the active group when the food was finished, 
the five coming to the table panting, with smiles on their faces. 


They all took their places, Steve sitting down next to Bruce with Maisie in his lap, Adrian was on his other side, 
followed by Dave, Janick, Nicko, Lauren, and Kerry on Bruce's right. Everyone, even Maisie, was a bit cautious 
about the food. Ever the adventurous one, Bruce reached for the hamburger buns and began making himself a 
burger, when he finished, he slowly raised it to his mouth, taking a timid bite, everyone watched him closely, 
Nicko rolling his eyes and feeling somewhat offended by their unnecessary hesitation His brows shot up and he 


made a surprised sound. 
"Not bad. Pretty good, actually." Bruce said. 


That seemed to have broken the spell, everyone grabbing buns, hot dogs, burgers, and condiments as well as 


drinks and plates. Once everyone was set, the conversation flourished between bites. 
"So, what do you lot have planned after this?" Steve inquired, looking around at the group of blondes. 


"Well, Davey and | have been coming up with some new melodies recently, and we hope to keep that going. 
We're trying to stick close to home, though." Adrian responded. 


"| definitely need to come over one of these days, I've come up with a few myself." Janick said, "And | generally 
have to keep Nicko from harming himself so | have enough to keep me busy for a lifetime. We're trying to 


stick close by as well." 


"Well | hope you understand if | can't really focus on music right now." Steve said, being purposely vague 


around the girls. 


"We understand tha. Tha's why we're tryin to stick around." Nicko spoke, his voice unusually soft. 


"Thanks. It means a lot to me. To us." Steve replied. 
Dave shrugged. "It's nothing. We just-" 


The sound of a door slamming shut cut him off. Everyone turned around to see a very enraged Paul making 


his way around the corner and storming towards them. 

"Lauren, take Maisie and Kerry inside." Steve ordered. 

"But Dad-" Lauren began. 

"Don't argue. Just go." Steve said, his voice stern, his gaze still on the approaching man. 


Lauren sighed and came around, plucking Maisie from her dad's lap and grabbing Kerry's hand as she stood, the 


trio making their way towards the house. 

"What is the meaning of this?" Paul hissed as he stood at the side of the table. 

Steve sighed. 

"Well? What. Is. The. Meaning. Of. This?" Paul ground out, slapping a small stack of papers in front of Steve. 
"What do you think it means?" Steve answered. 

"You're letting me go! You're firing me! That's what the bloody hell it says!" 


"We can't deal with your issues. You have things you need to work out mentally, and it's just not working out 


with the band anymore." 
"Mentally?! Issues?! What are you talking about?!" 


"We know what happened between you and Bruce, and quite frankly that puts us in an uncomfortable, and quite 
dangerous, spot." Adrian was the one to speak this time. 


"What happen with...2" Paul trailed off, seeming to notice Bruce was there. "What.what is he doing here? | 
thought he was gone?" 


Steve's eyes narrowed. "Hmm. That's strange, how would you know that? | never told you he was gone. So that 
means you had to see him leave, but why would you have been up that time of night? We all know that after 


a certain time, you're out like a light” Steve leaned forward, "Unless..you have something planned." 


Paul flushed. "| was out with someone | met there at the time. And | saw him leave." 


"That's a lie. | saw you rowing back to your hut with a smug look on your face. | heard the conversation 
between you and Bruce. And Dad told me what you had said to him. And if that was true, why didn't you stop 
to see why he was leaving?" Lauren intervened, having snuck back when she thought her father was 
distracted. 

"She has a point. Even though | told her to go inside." Steve muttered. 


Lauren gave her father a sly grin. "You told me to take Kerry and Maisie inside, and you never said anything 


about me not coming back out." 

"What does that have to do with me being in the band?" Paul recovered. 

"We know the reason behind it. Who knows what else you would do if you're faced with someone you don't like? 
What if its Kevin next? A roadie? A lights technician? Iron Maiden is as much of a business as it is a family, 
and hard decisions have to be made to keep everything running smoothly and people working together without 
incident. If you did it once l'm sure you're likely to try to sabotage someone's image again to get your way. 
And with a consensus from everyone else, I've decided that you needed to be replaced " 

Paul sneered. "Good luck finding someone to put up with your shite, Harry.” 

"We have. And | would appreciate it if you watched your language in front of me daughter.” 

"And who would that be?" 

"Me." Bruce answered softly. 

It had to be unnatural for someone to turn that shade of purple. 

"Him?! You replaced me with hm?" Paul was livid 

"Yes. And now | think its time for you to leave. So kindly get off my property." 

Paul shook his head and snatched the papers up from the table. He started to walk away, but turned around 
deliberately after a few steps. “Take good note of this Lauren. This is how you spread your legs and sleep your 


way to the top." 


With that parting shot he left, leaving a very flabbergasted group seated at the table. 


Thirty-Two 
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"Are you sure you'll be okay for a while?" Steve asked for the last time, just to be sure. 
Bruce took another deep breath. "Yeah. Go do what you have to do, me and the girls will be fine on our own" 
"Okay" Steve leaned down and pressed their lips together, Bruce sighing and relaxing into the kiss. 

"See you in a bit?" Steve nodded, grabbing his keys and going out the front door. 


Bruce closed his eyes and sighed as he heard the screech of tires, signaling Steve's departure. Even he was 


surprised by his reaction to Paul's words. 


VNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Bruce felt the rage build as he stared at Paul's retreating back. Sleep his way to the top? How fucking dare he say 
something lke that! Getting up, he stormed his way across the lawn, grabbing Paul's shoulder when he caught up 
with him. Yanking him around, Bruce balled his fist and nailed Paul right in the jaw. Another punch sent Paul to the 
ground, Bruce immediately following him, straddling his stomach as he landed hit affer hit on whatever spot on 
Paul's face he could strike. 


Steve came in from the right, wrapping his arms around Bruce in an attempt to pull him off of the fallen man. 
That still hadn't stopped him though, the smaller man struggling vehemently against him while still managing land a 
few more blows to Paul's chest Nicko came in from behind, knocking the three of them over as Janick and Dave 
managed to hoist Paul up from the ground. 


Adrian was tending to the girls, Maisie and Kerry having come out to see what the fuss was about, the shock on 
their faces evident as they took in the sight of a normally gentle, calm man turned wild animal Janick and Dave 
continued to half-carry, half-drag Paul to his car, the bloody-faced man bordering on unconsciousness. Dave 
reached into his pocket and retrieved his keys as they opened the back seat fo his car, planning to drive him home, 
and laid him inside. Once the door was shut Dave climbed into the driver's seat while Janick ran over to his and 
Nicko's car, planning fo follow behind Dave to give him a ride back 


Steve and Nicko led Bruce into the house and up to the bedroom Steve and Bruce shared. Sitting him on the bed 


Steve sat right beside him as Nicko ran downstairs to the kitchen 
‘Calm down, Bruce. He's gone. He's not coming back here." Steve soothed 


"How fucking dare him?! Who the hell does he think he is?! Sleep my way to the top?! HOW. FUCKING. DARE. HM!" 
Bruce fumed. 


"E just said all tha’ rot to get you all puffed up. An’ it would seem tha’ 'e accomplished tha." Nicko snickered as he 
came back into the bedroom, handing Bruce the bottle of water he snagged from the fridge. "You pack one ‘elluva 
wallop, me boy." he grinned. 


Bruce snorted, taking several large gulps from the bottle. Screwing the top back on he sighed "I dont know what 
got into me. | guess | was just so tired of his shite that | just..snapped." 


"l never thought | would see you lose control like that." Steve said 

Bruce flushed. "Sorry." he muttered. 

‘Don't worry about it. Th’ rest of us wanted to do th' same exact thing" 

‘And | have to admit, that was pretty..well, it was pretty amazing watching you all riled up." Steve grinned shyly. 


‘lm going to 'ep Ade clean the fable up out back An' then Im goin’ to go see ‘ow pretty Paul's face is now. See 
you blokes later." 


"Hold on, Nick. Im coming with you. Take some time to finish cooling off Bruce, and Ill see about Paul After this, Im 


hoping to never see him again." Steve said, giving Bruce a peck on the cheek before getting up and following Nicko 
out of the room. 


After getting himself under control, he left the room and went downstairs and into the living room. He sighed when 
he saw the girls on the couch, moving fo sit in front of them. 


"I guess | kind of lost control back there." 
‘Pssh. Nothing more than he deserved" Lauren said, rolling her eyes. 
"Why did you get so mad at Unca Paul? What did he do?" Maisie asked. 


‘Paul has done some things that have made us very unhappy with him. And he said something that was completely 


out of line Today. " Bruce answered 


"k he the reason why you left?" Kerry inquired 
"Yes He led to your father about something | supposedly said and your dad believed it for a while" 

"Then | don't want hm back here." Maisie declared 

‘Don't worry, Dad said that he won't be coming around anymore. He causes too much trouble." Lauren asserted 


"HI go see what your dad is up to." Bruce got up and made his way out, catching Steve by the front door and going 
fo him. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NAN 


"Well, with the rest of them gone, what do you girls want to do?" Bruce questioned as he came back into the 


living room. 

"Hide and seek!" Maisie suggested excitedly. 

Bruce raised his brows at the other girls, both nodding eagerly. 

"IIl start first!" Kerry volunteered, closing her eyes and beginning to count. 


Bruce quickly grabbed Maisie and darted off, Lauren having already disappeared. He climbed up the stairs and 
quickly ducked off into one of the rooms, effectively starting the first round of their game. 


It was now Bruce's turn to search for the girls, and he had just made his way into Kerry and Maisie's room. 
He spotted Maisie on the bed and grinned, making his way towards the toddler. As he was about to grab her, 
he heard twin war cries just before he was hit in the back of the head with something firm but soft. He fell 
face first onto Maisie's bed as Lauren and Kerry bombarded him pillows. Maisie grabbed one of the pillows at 


the head of her bed and leaped into the fray. 


Bruce managed to get to the other side of the bed, clutching a pillow as he fell to the floor. Puffs of white 
flew everywhere as they got more and more into the fight, laughs and yelps filling the air. 


vunu ununwan 


Steve sighed as he closed the door. Luckily, although he was knocked silly and had a couple of scrapes here and 
there, Paul was physically okay. That's all he cared about as of now. The rest of the guys had bid him farewell 
and told him to give Bruce a thumbs up for putting Paul in his place. He frowned as he heard a commotion 
upstairs. He jogged up the stairs and stopped to listen, finally going to the right where the girls' rooms were 


located. 


He stopped outside Kerry and Maisie's door, hearing shouts and loud thumps on the other side of the wood. He 
opened the door cautiously and his jaw dropped. Feathers were everywhere. The four culprits stopped, their 


eyes wide like a deer caught in headlights. 
"Ummmm..we can explain?" They all said at once. 


Steve's head fell back and he groaned. It was going to take forever to clean this mess up, if they even find all 
the feathers. 


Thirty-Three 
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The rest of the week passed by with the men soaking up as much time with the girls as possible before the 
start of the custody battle. They practically did anything the girls wanted, from playing dress up, to their 
great embarrassment Nicko and Janick just happened to stop by that day, to taking time to go to a nearby 
park for the youngsters to play. 


On the last day, Bruce got a call from Paddy. They had chattered on the phone excitedly until Paddy told him 
that she had rented a condo in town and would love for him to come over to see her, if only for a little while. 
Steve was a bit sceptical, but he gave Bruce a long, thorough kiss before letting him go and reminding him to 


be safe. 


Whistling to himself, Bruce twirled his keychain around his fingers as he got in the car, the sound of the 


engine roaring and tires screeching marking his departure. 

It took him almost an hour to get there. 

"Hi, Paull" Paddy gushed as she opened the door. 

"Hello, luv." Bruce said, kissing her on both cheeks as he stepped inside. 
He whistled as he took a look around. 


"I know, | know. Going for the fancy things in life these days, huh? And | know what you're going to ask, ‘is 
there something to drink around here, luv?" Paddy said smiling. 


Bruce grinned, now this was his Paddy. "You know me so well don't you?" 


Paddy rolled her eyes. "Go sit down and I'll fetch you some tea, it just got finished. Four spoons of sugar and a 
splash of milk, right?" 


"Right." Bruce chuckled as he headed to the couch. 


It took longer than expected, but Paddy came back out and on the couch across from him with a smile. "Just 


the way you like it. Sorry about the wait, | actually forgot which drawer | put the bloody silverware in" 


Handing him his cuppa, she sat back and took a sip of her own. "So, how are things so far with you and.. 
Steve?" 


Bruce took a couple of sips before answering. "Things are going brilliantly, Paddy! We've managed to patch 
things up and now we're focused on spending as much time with the girls as we can. Custody hearing starts 
tomorrow, | believe." 

"Custody hearing?" Paddy's brows furrowed. 

"Yeah. He and his wife, ex-wife, are going to court." 

"Sohe left her for you? Or what's the whole deal with that?" 


Another sip. "No, they went separate ways before we met" 


"Hmm. What else? You're with a rock star, you should have a million stories to tell by now" Paddy said, 


wiggling her brows at him. 


Bruce snickered. "Well... | probably shouldn't be telling you this, but | trust you with my life so.. Steve asked me 


to join Iron Maiden not to long ago." 


She felt the guilt hit her hard on the inside, but on the outside she squealed. "Finally heard you singing in the 


shower, did he?" 

"You know | do that?" Bruce squeaked, his face flushing. 
‘Its hard not to hear when you're all into to it and such." 
Bruce shook his head in disbelief. "Whatever." 

"What did the other bloke think about that?" 


That's when things started to feel a bit weird. Bruce felt a bit disoriented, and shook his head and took a sip of 


tea to clear his mind. "He was livid, decided to come over and give Steve a piece of his mind" 
“That didn't go over to well, huh?" 


A wave of lethargy hit him next. "No.ummm..it ended with me trying my best to punch his face in" 


"You?" 
"Yeah. He turned to Lauren and said ‘this is how you sleep your way to the top' or something to that effect." 


After he spoke, his cup dropped out of his hand involuntarily and he felt his body sag onto the sofa cushions. 
"P-Paddy?" he questioned weakly. 


"I'm so sorry, Bruce." The regret in her eyes was genuine as she got up to approach him. 
"W-what did you d-do?" 
‘lm sorry. I've wanted this for so long. | just hope in time you will find it in your heart to forgive me." 


She hooked her arms around his chest and under his armpits, she then proceeded to slowly drag him off the 
couch and towards the bedroom. Once inside, she propped him up against the bed before standing up, taking a 
moment to catch her breath. Bruce could see, hear, and feel everything, but it was as if his body was being 
held down by invisible weights. Arms hooked around him again and he soon found his top half being hoisted onto 
the bed with difficulty. His legs soon followed and he was pulled up the mattress until his head rested on the 
pillows at the top. 


Paddy then began to undress him. "Paddy? What-..fuck?", was all he could muster. 


She said nothing as she pulled off his shirt, moving down the bed to tug off his shoes and socks, her hands 
finding his belt and unbuckling it, his pants unbuttoned and his fly undone soon after. She fought with the 
denim until she was able to successfully pull them off, coming back up to hook her thumbs into the elastic 
waistband of his briefs. She sighed before pulling them off with much greater ease than its predecessor. 


Paddy stepped back and began to shed her own clothing, climbing back onto the bed once she was fully 
unclothed. She reached for his flaccid cock, wrapping her hand around it and stroking it with gentle pumps of 
her hand. 


Bruce cursed himself mentally as he felt his body respond to the stimulation, his member twitching as blood 
started to fill it. It was fully hard in no time and Paddy leaned down and licked the head, tasting the precome 
that leaked from the tip. She then took him into her mouth, her free hand reaching down between her thighs 
to trace the bundle of nerves hidden within her folds. Bruce let out a gasp as he felt the warm orifice engulf 
him, hating himself even more for the pleasure that shot through him, and wanting nothing more than to tear 


himself away from her. 


He was granted reprieve, Paddy pulling away from him, only to climb on top of him. She positioned her sex 
right above his, their eyes locking briefly; soft, confused chocolate meeting lust-filled brown before she 
descended upon him. She wasted no time establishing a rhythm and was soon riding him with reckless abandon, 


gasps and cries leaving her mouth as her pleasure consumed her. 


Bruce closed his eyes tightly; in his mind he was back at home and in his bed, and it wasn't Paddy but Steve 
he was buried inside of, it was Steve rising and falling onto his cock. Paddy bit her lip as she rotated her hips, 
squealing when the head of Bruce's cock ground into her spot. Her moans grew in volume as her orgasm 


neared, her hands clinging onto Bruce's shoulders as the coil in her stomach grew tighter. 

Her high-pitched scream marked her completion, her body rocking violently above his as her wet walls clamped 
down around him. She felt his cock throb inside of her before she felt his seed spill inside of her. She was 
barely able to climb off of him, collapsing on his left side as she tried to catch her breath and gather her 
thoughts. 


It was then she noticed that space next to her shaking, violently. She bolted up and looked next to her, her 


eyes widening in horror as she took in the gyrating form of the man beside her. 


"Bruce? Bruce?!" she called out as she patted his face, the sharp movements ceasing as his eyes rolled to the 


back of his head. "Oh my God, Bruce!" 

She shot out of the bed, snatching up the phone on the bedside table and dialed for help. 
"Hello, what is your emergency?" The dispatcher spoke. 

"| need an ambulance right away please!" Paddy cried 

"What's wrong?" 


"My friend, | think he's having a heart attack or some sort of reaction, | don't know! Just get here please! My 
address is 68 Stour Avenue! Please hurry!" 


"An ambulance is on its way ma'am. Can you give me more information about his condition so we can relay it 


to the paramedics team?" 


Paddy explained as best as she could, giving a highly edited and altered version of what happened, hoping that 


the paramedics would arrive soon. 


"Hold on, Bruce. Just hold on, please." she sobbed as she stared hopelessly at the motionless man on the bed, 
the slight and slow rising and falling of his chest the only sign of life from him. 
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Paddy nearly sobbed with relief when she heard the sirens outside, quickly donning a robe and taking one last 
look at the still body on the bed, she darted out of the room and to the front door. She flung it open just as 


two men carrying a stretcher made it up to the doorstep. 

"He's this way!" she said, running in the direction of the room with the paramedics following her. 

Once in the room, she stood off to the side as two more paramedics arrived, the team of four getting to work 
immediately; two checked for vitals while the other two set about readying the stretcher. Bruce was hoisted 


gently, but swiftly, onto the stretcher and securely settled in and covered with a thin blanket for modesty 
before three of the four medics carried Bruce out. The fourth one turned his attention to Paddy. 


"Are you immediate family?" he asked. 

Paddy nodded dumbly. 

"He's in pretty bad shape, but we won't know specifics until he's at the hospital. | trust you know where it is?" 
Another nod. 

"What's your name?" 

"P-Paddy Bowden" she spoke shakily. 

"Just give your name and they should let you in. | suggest you get dressed and leave for the hospital now." 
With that the man darted out of the room and out of the house, joining his co-workers in the fight to save 
Bruce's life. Paddy numbly set about dressing, regret and fear weighing heavily in her mind. But then she 
paused, what little color left in her face draining, she would have to let Steve know what was going on. As she 


picked up her cell phone and dialed the number to his house, she thought of all the retribution Steve would 
seek once he found out she had something to do with Bruce's condition 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Steve sighed and closed his eyes, leaning back against the front door, trying to hold back his tears. A mutual 
friend approved by the court had just picked up his girls, per the agreement between Lorraine and himself. He 
was saddened and worried by the fact that Bruce hadn't made it back in time to see the girls off with him and 
the rest of the blokes. Each man made sure they gave him a bone-crushing hug and words of encouragement 


as they took off in their own cars. 


The shrill sound of the phone ringing was almost a relief in the now silent house. Taking a deep breath he made 
his way down the hall and to the closest phone, pushing his curls from his face and he picked up the receiver. 


"Lo?" he said quietly. 

"Steve? Its. its Paddy." 

Steve felt his chest tighten, was something wrong with Bruce? 

"What's going on?" he demanded. 

The phone dropped from his hand to clang against the wall as he collapsed onto his arse. This couldn't be 
happening, not after he just sent his girls off for God knew how long. Forcing himself to be as calm as possible, 
he got up and retrieved his keys from the living room before dashing out of the house, the door slamming 
loudly and he ran to his car and got in. He reached into his pocket as an afterthought when he sped off, dialing 


Nicko and Janick's number as he sped down the road. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


Paddy began to shake when he bounded into the waiting room. Spotting her he came over, his breathing harsh 
as he approached her. 


"Where is he? What happened?" 

"Come on, I'm sure the doctors will tell us what's wrong." 

The two made their way to the front desk, and Paddy gave her name, the clerk pointing them towards one of 
the expansive halls and giving them a room number. The pair darted down the hallway and caught sight of a 
room with people darting in and out, some carrying bottles of clear liquids and others carrying small towels. 


They stopped and carefully approached the room entrance after a while, Steve reaching out gently and tapping 
the shoulder of a nurse that walked out of the door. 


"Is this Bruce Dickinson's room?" he inquired. 


"Yes, it is." 


"How is he?" Paddy questioned. 


"We've just got him stabilized and breathing correctly. You can go in if you like, just be cautious not to upset 
him when he wakes." 


Nodding, Steve and Paddy entered the room, several people going about cleaning things up. There was a woman 
wearing a long, white coat with a clipboard in hand, going over a few things with an older nurse, they 
approached her and waited patiently for her to finish speaking. Steve took this time to look at Bruce, almost 
cringing at the sick hue of his skin. He felt someone tap his arm lightly and he faced the doctor that was now 


facing him. 

"Is a good thing that she called for help when she did. While codeine is not usually all that harmful, he had an 
almost lethal amount of it in his system, and this caused his heart to speed up quickly then slow down and 
nearly stop. We put something into his IV to help drain his body of the drug, and he should be okay within 
twelve hours or so. What |, and the officer that is going to arrive here soon, am more concerned about is how 
he was able to receive such a dangerous amount into his body in the first place." 

"| don't know. | saw him last when." Steve's sentence broke off. 

Dark piercing eyes bore into Paddy's when Steve turned and looked at her. 

"What the hell did you do?" he hissed quietly, his voice soft but full of venom. 

"l-l don't know what you're talking about” Paddy stammered. 


"Bollocks! He went to your place and this ends up happening! What did you do?!" Steve yelled, backing her down 
into the wall on the other side of the room. 


"l'm sorry! | swear | didn't know what was going to happen! | only wanted to relax him some! | didn't mean to 
hurt him in anyway!" she cried. 


"I hope you realize miss, that if they choose to press charges, this could constitute as attempted murder 
because of the dosage, right?" The doctor said, her eyes narrowed. 


"Wots goin’ on? Wot ‘appened?" Nicko said as he rushed into the room, Janick, Dave, and Adrian following him. 


"This cunt did something to Bruce! | knew | should have never let him go! | told him that it wasn't wise to go 
see you, and this is what happens!" 


"Hang on a moment, what did she do?" Janick asked, coming over and trying to gently tug Steve away from 


Paddy. 


"She drugged him! | don't know why or how, but she drugged him." Steve wasn't having any of it, tearing his 
arm away from Janick's grip, his hands balled into fists. "I've never hit a woman in my life, but you better 
believe I'm sorely tempted to knock your arse out right about now." 

‘ls there a problem here?" 

They all turned to see an officer standing in the doorway of the room. 

"Yes, there is. | want this bitch behind bars." Steve spat. 

The officer's eyebrow shot up. 

"What | believe Mr.-" The doctor spoke up. 

"Harris." Steve supplied. 

"Harris, was trying to say is that we would like for this woman to be under investigation for possible 
attempted murder. It is up to the victim when he wakes up whether or not he wants to go through with 
pressing charges." 

Paddy broke down when Steve backed away and the officer approached her. "| didn't mean to put him in any 
danger! It was an accident! | swear! He's my best friend, | called as soon as | noticed something went wrong! 
Please, you have to understand!" 

Her protests and pleas went on and on as she was put in handcuffs and led out the door. 

"When he is fully conscious contact me immediately." 

The officer handed Steve his card and left with a bawling Paddy in tow. Now that she was gone, all the pent-up 
rage had drained from Steve; he sank down, Adrian barely managing to shove a chair under him before he 
dropped down 

"He's going to be okay, isn't he?" Dave asked quietly. 

Steve nodded. 

"Then things are going to be fine, Harry." Adrian soothed. 


"I know..but he came too close to dying for me to be comfortable with Ade." 


The doctor smiled and approached him, placing her hand on his shoulder. "Like | said, he's going to be fine. He's 
going to be quite tired over the next few days, but he's going to be just fine.” 


Steve nodded in acknowledgement to her words as she flashed a quick smile at him and the others before 
leaving. Steve scooted his chair up to the bed and twined his together with Bruce's, the fingers limp between 
his own; sighing, he planted a kiss to the back of his hand and kept a watchful gaze on the relaxed face of his 


lover. 
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Steve awoke with a start when he felt a hand squeeze his. The rest of the guys had called it a night several 
hours ago and went home with the promise of coming back first thing in the morning. Dark, sleepy eyes met 
tired chocolate and Steve managed somewhat of a smile for him. 

"Hey." he said softly. 

"Hey." Bruce croaked out. 

"This is a stupid question, but how are you?" 

"Confused and betrayed" he replied sluggishly. 

"| don't know about you, but l'm quite pissed and if it wasn't for Jan | would have beat her face in" 


Bruce shook his head. "Wouldn't solve anything.” 


Steve sighed. "I know. But | can't help feeling guilty, if | hadn't let you go in the first place this wouldn't have 
happened." 


"How would stop me?" 

"You think | wouldn't have been able to?" Steve raised his brow. 

"Liked to see you try. 

"Then we'll save it for another day. It's rather time and.energy consuming" Steve smirked. 
"Arse" Bruce muttered blushing 

"But seriously, how do you feel? Physically? Are you okay?" 


"Tired, but fine." 


"Do you remember anything that happened?" 

"Sitting on couch. Talking. Drank tea. Felt funny, then couldn't move. She said sorry. Dragged me to room. 
Steve could feel himself getting angry all over again. "And..?" 

"Don't know if call it rape, since l'm man, but is what happened" 

Steve was livid now. "She what?! 

"Voice down. She took advantage of me not able to move." Bruce sighed again 

"That cunt!" Steve spat. 

"Thought she was friend. Only one | had for long time. Can't stand look at her now." 

"You were too close to dying than I'm ever going to be comfortable with." Steve spoke softly. 
Bruce gave him a small smile. "Gonna be fine now. Right?" 

"Absolutely." 

Bruce's smile became a sad one. "Missed sending them off, didn't |?" 

‘It wasn't your fault. The girls will understand that." 

"Going to miss them" 

‘It's only for a little while, we'll have them back in no time." 

"Tired" Bruce yawned. 

"Then go back to sleep. I'll still be here when you wake up." 

"Always are." 

Steve gave him a shy smile. "Always will" he spoke after Bruce drifted off. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


"Slow the hell down!" Bruce protested. 


"What are you going on about? I'm helping you at a reasonable pace!" Steve shot back. 

"Then why does it feel like I'm being dragged?" 

"lIl drag you alright" Steve muttered, 

"What was that, Harris?" 

"Nothing." Steve grinned as he unlocked the front door. 

With a stern warning to rest for the next few days, the doctor, Karen Grant, gave them the okay to take 

Bruce home. Steve had called Adrian as well as Nicko, telling them not to come directly to the hospital, and 

better yet, he would like to spend some time alone with Bruce if they didn't mind. Nicko did mind, in fact, he 
put up a fuss until he was soundly bollocked by Janick. 


"Where are we going?" Bruce asked as they made their way inside. 


"We're gonna get you settled in the living room. The officer's coming round to find out what happened and to 


see if you want to press charges." 

"| just want to get this all behind me and concentrate on the keeping the girls.” 

"I know. You can just brief him on what happened and tell him to go away afterwards." 

The doorbell rang. 

"That must be him." Steve said, sitting Bruce down on the couch before jogging out of the room. 


Bruce heard chattering coming up the hall and Steve reappeared with a handsome middle aged man with a 


polite smile on his face. 
"Mr. Dickinson" The officer said, holding his hand out to shake once he was close enough. 
"Just Bruce, if you would" he replied taking the officer's hand. 


"Alright, Ill call you Bruce if you'll call me Jeff" The officer smiled. "I know you want to get through this so 
we'll make this quick" 


Jeff sat down on Bruce's left and pulled out a pen and pad. 
"Ill go get us something to drink" Steve tossed behind him as he left the room. 


"So what happened, Bruce?" Jeff inquired. 


Bruce gave him a rundown of what happened, Jeff mostly taking notes, with a comment here or there. Steve 
was still in the kitchen by the time he was finish telling the story. The cop, Jeff, sighed as he stashed his 
materials back in his jacket pocket. 

"You have any idea why she did this?" he asked in way of conversation 

"She's been my friend for so long, but | guess she just wanted to.. well, get in my pants, so to speak." 

"Well | have to admit, she's a pretty looking girl, why didn't you give her a chance?" Jeff questioned politely. 
Bruce flushed. "I, um, | don't like women like... that" 

Jeffs brows shot up. "Oh, is that right?" 

He turned on the couch so that he was fully facing Bruce. 


"Yeah." Bruce answered awkwardly. 


‘lm sorry if l'm making you uncomfortable, and l'm not judging you. To be honest with you, I'm homosexual 


myself." 


"Really? | wouldn't have guessed." Bruce said, honestly surprised, and secretly wishing that Steve would hurry 
up. He didn't like the way the man was eyeing him. 


"Not many people can Sometimes it could lead to trouble” 
"Yeah" 

Jeff placed a hand on his thigh. "How did you know?" 

Bruce bit his lip, he didn't like this at all. "I tried dating girls but for some reason it didn't feel right and back 
then | didn't know why. But a mate of mine convinced me to go up to his room while his parents were gone; all 


we did was kiss but it felt more natural than anything | had ever done with a bird" 


| got hard one day in the locker in gym class. One of the blokes decked me when he saw it, but the one that | 


was looking at helped me up and soon after that we became really close." 
"Then it was worth it, yeah?" 
"It was. It definitely was." 


The hand climbed higher, and Bruce started to shift nervously, his face a mask of discomfort. 


"What the fuck is going on here?" 


Bruce let out a sigh of relief. Thank God Steve was here. Jeff's hand ripped away from his thigh like it had 


been scorched by fire. Steve's face was a set in a scowl, his eyes burning with rage. 
"We were just tal-" Jeff started 


"You were just molesting my boyfriend, that's what you were doing." Steve said quietly, his voice laced with 


malice. 

"| didn't know. |-" 

"It might be best if you leave now. Right now." 

"O-ok" Jeff stutterd, stumbling out of the room and past the visibly shaking bassist. 


"Oh, and Jeff" The cop looked back at him. "The only reason your nose isn't broken is the fact that you're an 


officer. Next time, and there won't be one believe you me, cop or not, | will kick your arse." 


Jeff nodded and quickly put as much distance between him and the enraged man as possible. Steve walked over 
to Bruce and set the tray he was carrying down on the end table. 


"Why did you let him touch you like that?" Steve hissed as he sat down. 


"l'm not able to really move all that fast if you hadn't noticed earlier, and I'm sure you saw that | didn't want 


him to." Bruce responded, keeping his voice low so he wouldn't inflame his lover anymore than he already was. 
"How dare that son of a bitch!" 
Bruce cupped Steve's face in his hands. "Calm down, let's just relax and watch the telly or something." 


Steve took a couple of deep breaths. "I'm calm. He was supposed to be over here to help and do his job, not 


fondle someone else's lover." 


Bruce gave him a peck on the lips, sighing as Steve leaned in for a more serious kiss. Bruce parted his lips 
when he felt Steve trace his tongue across his bottom lip, seeking entrance. He groaned and wrapped his arms 
around Steve's neck, his breathing deepening as he felt his cock twitch to life. Steve moved forward and 
pressed him down until he was flat on his back on the sofa He grunted as their cocks brushed together, a 
sharp cry into Steve's mouth following as the older brunette ground their erections together harshly. 


Panting for air as their lips parted, Steve looked at Bruce regretfully. "We should stop while we're ahead" 


Bruce grumbled but unlaced his arms from around Steve's neck. "Yeah, we should. Doc's orders." 
"Soon though." Steve leered. 


"Not soon enough for me." Bruce grumbled as Steve climbed off of him. 


Thirby-Six 
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Lauren sighed as she entered her bedroom in the their temporary residence. Sure, Kelly was a doll, and she 
was glad that she and her sisters weren't stuck in some foster home, but this place just wasn't home. She 
missed her father and Bruce so much, and she could tell that Kerry and Maisie did as well. She missed running 
alongside her sisters while Bruce charged after them. She missed seeing her dad continue to break out of his 


shy, quiet shell under Bruce's love and care. And they had only been gone for a couple of days so far. 


At this point in her life, she was old enough to decide for herself which parent she wanted to go with, but 
even if it meant being miserable for the rest of her teenage years, she refused to leave her sisters own 
their own if they were forced to go with their mother. As she got under the sheets on her bed and tried to 
will herself to sleep, all she thought about was their home and how her dad, and Bruce of course, was feeling 


right about now. 


NVN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA AN 


Steve sighed as he and Bruce stood at the entrance of the courthouse, the band's lawyer beside them. He felt 
some of the weight lift off of his shoulders when he felt Bruce press his shoulder into his in a brief show of 
support. Affer a quick glance at his lover and a little tug to loosen up his tie, Steve took a deep breath and 
made his way inside the building. He was prepared for a long, hard fought battle, but he didn't know just how 
suspiciously brief and perplexing it would be. 


"Court is now in session. We are here today to determine which parent should have custody of-" 


"Excuse me your honor, but | already have a solution to our little dilema here. And it would only cost us the 


money and time of this day and quite possibly one more to solve." Lorraine spoke up. 
Steve's thick brows furrowed as he glared at his ex-wife suspiciously. 
"Umm, very well then. What do you and your lawyer suggest?" Judge Erlington spoke cautiously. 


"Well your honor, what my client is offering is the sole custody of their daughters to Mr. Harris-" Lorraine's 


attorney voiced. 
"What?" Steve exclaimed, his heart racing excitedly. She's just going to give them up, like that? 


"Hold on if you would, | wasn't done. We will give sole custody to Mr. Harris, ‘fhe pays my client five million 


pounds in damages." 

"Damages, Mr. Birkenstock?" Erlington's brows raised. 

"Yes sir, it wasn't easy for my client to be married to Mr. Harris and she feels that this settlement would 
more than make up for the time spent in what was, in hindsight, a dead-end relationship and doomed marriage 
from the start." 

"You're basically trying to sell me daughters to me? How dare you?" Steve spat. 

Lorraine kept her gaze fixed on the judge, her head held high with an air of pompousness surrounding her. 
Gone was the loving wife he had shared almost twenty years of his life with, and gone was the desperate 
mess trying to get him to take her back just weeks ago, what stood before him and the court today was a 


gold digging, money grubbing succubus of a woman he thought he knew inside and out. 


"You care for them so little that you would just pawn them off with no thought of their future? What do you 
need that kind of money for anyway?" 


"What my client does with her finances is none of your concern, Mr. Harris. Do you accept the offer or not?" 
Steve looked to the judge, who shrugged. "There is no real law against it, Mr. Harris. We could settle this in two 
days time or we could continue with our usual procedures, which could take anywhere from a fortnight to a 


couple of months, depending on how bad it gets. What is your decision?" 


"| accept the offer.” Steve said without hesitation, although multiple questions swarmed through his mind. "My 


girls are worth more to me than any amount of money." 


"All that we ask is that we have this agreement submitted in writing, and that they drop any alimony 


payments required after the finalizing of the divorce." Steve's lawyer asserted. 

Lorraine paused, but after a moment she nodded dubiously. 

"Very well then, we shall hammer out the details of the settlement in detail tomorrow at noon" 
With a bang of his mallet, the session, and the "battle", was over. 


Troubled, Steve immediately made his way over to Bruce. 


"| can't believe she just did that. Not that I'm not happy to get the girls back so easily, but | can't help but 
think that there is something more to this, Bruce." Steve fretted, his voice low. 


"I know. | can't believe that she was looking the judge straight in the eye. Her pupils were big and slightly 
dilated. Did you notice that?" 


"She wouldn't look at me. You think she's going to use it for drugs or something?" 
"We may be able to use this to our advantage. That is, If you want to look further into it." 
"What are you suggesting, Mark?" Steve implored, both men turning to face their lawyer. 


"That we get a private investigator to follow her around for a bit. See if he finds anything suspicious about 


her. 
"Im already shedding out five million, | don't want to shovel out more for a bloody spy" The bassist grumbled 
"Hts all up to you ‘Arry, | was just making a suggestion" Mark shrugged. 

"Hts not a bad thought, Steve" Bruce admitted quietly. 


"Like | said Bruce, l'm already handing over five million, I'm not throwing any more down the drain on her. Let's 
just get through this day and tomorrow we're going to have the girls back." 


Bruce nodded, his eyes thoughtful as he followed Steve out of the courtroom. Steve may not be willing to pay 
for that private investigator, but he knew four blokes that would get on board once he told them what 


Lorraine had so brashly projected. He couldn't help but wonder, what could have made Lorraine hastily decide 
to hand over her rights to the girls so freely for a bit of wealth? 


"Hey, baby. It's Lorraine." The woman said as she tucked herself into a quiet, out of sight corner. 
"Hello, luv. Did you get it?" A gruff voice sounded through the phone. 

"Yes, were you able to get what | asked for?" 

‘Its waiting for you whenever you're ready to hand over the money to them" 

"It shouldn't be long, he jumped at the chance to get those brats to himself" 


The man chuckled. "Afterwards, maybe we could..2" 


The woman licked her lips, a flutter of desire running through her lower abdomen. "You know me oh so well." 
‘ll be seeing you soon, Lorrie. Love you." 

"Same to you, see you later Denny.” 

Sighing happily, Lorraine made her way out of the secluded area of the courthouse. She giggled as she 
remembered when that gullible bassist thought she was sleeping with her lawyer. Boy, how would he react if 


he only knew that tomorrow was going to the five year anniversary of her and her boyfriend, Mr. Dennis 
y going y M 


Stratton. 
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Steve grinned as he heard a car door slam. Sure, his account was set back five million, but this was way more 
than worth it. Setting his bass down, he headed out the front door in time to see Kerry climb out of the back 
of the car and run towards the house. He met her halfway there and hoisted her into the air, spinning her 
around as she giggled. Next came Lauren with Maisie alongside her, he gave her a kiss on both temples 
combined with a bruising hug before snagging Maisie from beside her and giving the toddler several pecks 
around her face until she was squealing for him to stop. 

"Where's Brucie, Daddy?" she asked, looking over his shoulder. 

"He's asleep, love." 

Kerry frowned. "At this time of day? We should wake him up!" 

"| don't think that's a good idea" Lauren said, the look she was giving her dad letting him know, under no 
uncertain terms, that they were going to be discussing the reason why, sooner rather than later. "What is a 
good idea right now though, is ransacking the fridge for something to eat.” 

The other two girls cheered and after Steve let Maisie down, the youngsters darting off into house. 

"Dad, what's going on?" 

Steve snorted. "Nothing gets past you, does it?" 

"When it comes to you and the rest, | can't really afford to let it” 


"Long story short, Bruce was drugged and he's still recovering from it" 


‘It was Paddy wasn't it? He was going to see her and never came back in time to see us before we left. And 


what about us? | didn't expect to be back so early, not that l'm not happy about it" 


"Yeah, it was. And let's just say that my pockets are a bit lighter now." 


"Your pockets are a bit lighter? You bribed someone to keep us?" Lauren inquired, stunned. 

"No, it's what your mother asked me for." Steve answered. 

Lauren looked disgusted. "They should have just given us to you based off that." 

Steve shrugged. "Well it's over and done with, lets go inside before your sisters destroy me kitchen" 
Snickering, Lauren followed her father into the house. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Steve closed the door to the room he and Bruce shared and waited for his eyes to adjust to the darkness. He 
was a little concerned that Bruce had been asleep all day. Everyone had been asking about him constantly, but 
all he could say was that Bruce was still sleeping. He walked over to his lover's side of the bed and leaned 


down, looking for any signs of movement. 


A wove of relief hit him as his body moved gently up and down with the deep, even breaths he was taking. 
Suddenly, he was caught in the gaze of soft chocolate. 


"Any reason why you're staring at me while I'm trying to kip?" Bruce questioned as he yawned and stretched. 
"Just making sure you were alright." 

"Why wouldn't | be?" 

"You do realize you've been sleeping the whole bleedin’ day right?" 

Bruce shot up. "I have?! What did | miss? Are the girls here? Why in the bloody hell didn't you wake me up?" 


He pushed Steve out of the way and rummaged through the drawer next to the bed, pulling out a white t- 
shirt and plaid pajama bottoms. 


"Calm down, | was just coming to get you for supper. You hadn't eaten all day so | was coming up to see if you 


wanted a bite or two." 


Still muttering about Steve not waking him, Bruce left the room; he wasn't gone long before he poked his head 


back in. 
"Supper? Please don't tell me you tried to cook?" 


Steve let out a bark of laughter. "No, | ordered some pizza Too many to cook for and | don't have a death 


wish y'know." 


Bruce blew out a breath. "Thank God, | don't have one either. Too many, you say?" 

"You'll find out once you're down there. Aren't you forgetting something?" 

Bruce looked confused. "Ummm..am |?" 

Steve flushed. "Never mind, if you don't know then you don't need to; it's best we hurry down" 

The younger man's eyes widened as it dawned on him; stepping back into the room, he closed the door before 
walking up to Steve. Tipping his head up, he cupped Steve's face and brought it down to meet him halfway. 
Their lips met in a soft kiss, unhurried and mouths closed, their eyes open and locking onto eachother. When 


they pulled away, Steve gave him a shy smile and a small thanks before grabbing Bruce's hand and guiding him 
out of the bedroom. 


Bruce rolled his eyes as the pair entered the kitchen. "Don't you lot have anywhere else to be but here all the 


time?" he questioned as he and Steve sat down at the table. 

"Nope!" Nicko answered as he opened the first box. "An' now tha’ you're ‘ere, we can finally eat!" 

Janick shook his head as he watched the drummer pile slice after slice onto his plate. "Nick! There are other 
people here who want pepperoni now pass the box! And we came by because Harry told us the girls would be 


here today, and we came to check on you." 


"And now we get free pizza for our efforts! Glorious day this is!" Dave exclaimed as he snatched the box out 


of Nicko's hands and took a few slices for himself before passing it to Adrian. 

"And ‘Arry wanted to talk to us about something, so here we are." Adrian finished. 

"Less talking, more passing!" Kerry pouted as she waited for her turn at the boxes being passed around. 
Laughing, the men ceased their chatter and exchanged the boxes a bit faster than before. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


The group had convened onto the living room and proceeded to catch up for a few hours before Steve 


ushered the girls up to bed While he was gone, Bruce turned his eyes to the remaining four, his face serious. 
‘I'm actually glad that you blokes are here. There's something | want to tell you." 


"What's it about? I've been wondering why the girls are back so soon" Janick leaned forward. 


Is about that. Lorraine gave up custody for five million" 
"Pounds?" Nicko's jaw dropped. 


"Yeah. And l'm very suspicious as to why she was so willing to give up custody, and why she choose that 


amount." 


"| admit, l'm curious to know now as well" Adrian's brows were knitted together and he scratched his chin in 


thought. 
"What do suggest we do about it?" Dave implored. 


"I want to monitor her. | want to know what she's doing with that money. Her eyes were a bit bleary and 


slightly unfocused. | want to know why." 


"So what you're saying is that we need a-, a-, what the bloody hell are they called?" Janick snapped his 


fingers. 
"Private investigators?" Nicko offered. 
"That!" Janick confirmed. 


"We may have to take it that far, but | can't help but feel that there's some underlying details about what 
she's doing that we aren't supposed to be privy to.” 


"Just give us the word and we'll all pitch in for one. Nothing more exciting than a good mystery!" Dave grinned. 
"Il fill you in on the rest later." Bruce nodding to them as they heard footsteps come down the stairs. 
"Alright! Now to the real reason | wanted you lot here!" Steve said as he breezed into the room. 

"Orgy?" Nicko grunted as Janick jabbed him sharply in the side with his elbow. 


Steve chuckled, dropping down next to Bruce. "No, you git," He surveyed each man before speaking. "| wanted to 


talk about putting a new album together." 


NNNNNNNN NNN NN NNN NNN NNNNA NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


Paddy took heaping breaths as she flushed the toilet. This was the third morning in a row that she had had to 
throw up and she was beginning to get worried. She thanked God that Bruce decided not to press charges on 
her, but she knew that after what she did, Bruce would never want to speak to her again. But if this is what 


she thought it was, she was going to have to see him soon, very soon. 


Getting up and stumbling out of the bathroom, she grabbed her car keys and headed out of her condo. It was 


time for a doctor's visit. 
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The next three weeks were spent in the studio jotting down songs, laying out beats, and perfecting riffs, and 
soon the guys were almost ready to start recording. But the excitement of being back in the studio was 
tempered down by the fact that Maisie, Lauren, and Kerry were going back to school. It was a bright Tuesday 
morning, and the family of five had just finished breakfast and Steve, Bruce, and Maisie, on Bruce's hip, were 


waiting by the door for the two. 
Steve sighed as he watched the girls make their way down the stairs, backpacks in hand. 


"Get a hold of yourself Dad, we're only going to be gone for about six and a half hours." Kerry rolling her eyes 
as she approached the trio. 


"Let's just get this over with." Lauren blew out a breath. 


Snickering, Bruce opened the door and led the group outside and to the car. 


RUN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NN NNN 


Steve let out yet another sigh as he handed Maisie over to her nursery school teacher. The little toddler was 
the last to be dropped off since the other two schools were closer in distance. The woman smiled knowingly at 
him, he was yet another parent that was concerned about the safety of his child, and after reassuring him 


that she would be well taken care of, the woman bade them farewell as she went to join the rest of her 
pupils. 
"Oh stop fussing you big baby. She's going to be just fine, in fact all three of them are. We have to get back, 


Kevin and the rest of the blokes should be at the studio in about an hour or two." Bruce said, tugging at the 
side of Steve's shirt. 


"I know they're going to be okay, but | still cant help worrying about them." 


They watched as the kids walked single-file along the walkway towards their classroom, and when they could no 


longer see Maisie, they turned around and headed towards their car. 


"Come on. Maybe | can take your mind off them for a bit before the rest show up." 
Bruce couldn't help but laugh when Steve picked up his pace towards the waiting vehicle. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NN NN NNN 


"That was great, Bruce! | knew you could give me an even better one. How's about we get you to take a break, 


and we'll work on Different World next, sound like a plan?" Kevin spoke into the microphone. 

Kevin Shirley was over-the-moon excited when the Steve Harris had called and offered him the chance to 
produce his band's next album, A Matter of Life and Death Being one of his favorite bands, Iron Maiden was 
definitely near, if not at the top, of his list of people to work with before he retired or died, whichever came 
first. 

As for Steve, he had listened to many a result of Kevin working his studio magic, and ultimately decided that 
he was the best decision to replace their former, now retired producer, Martin Birch. In fact, he thought of 
Shirley as a younger version of Birch when it came to his trade. 

Bruce nodded and sat his headphones down, going for his water bottle and taking huge gulps as he left out of 
the recording room. Kevin called Steve over, and the two quickly became engaged in a discussion of whatever 
Kevin happened to be showing him. The rest of the band taking advantage of the diversion, Bruce was 
immediately ushered into a ring of four blondes, their faces a bit grim. 

"What's going on?" Bruce questioned, already not liking the looks on their faces. 

"Remember when you asked us about yer suspicion of Lorraine?" Nicko's voice was shockingly quiet, the 
drummer sparing a quick glance at Steve, who was hunched over Kevin's shoulder, oblivious to their gathering. 
"Well, you ‘ad reason ta be." 

"We hired a PI. just like you said" Janick told him. 

"And he found some things that are very interesting about her." Adrian stated. 


"He found out that yes, she has been dabbling into Chelmsford's drug scene. And she's been splurging her arse 
off with all that money, but that was to be expected" Davey continued. 


"But the real shocker is, tha' she isn't spendin’ tha’ money alone." 
Bruce's eyes narrowed. "And just who is she spending the money with?" 
"Dennis Stratton" Nicko revealed. 


Bruce sucked in a breath, he was familiar enough with the band's history to know exactly who Stratton was. 


"That- that- that bitch! For how long?" 


"We don't know how long she's been with Stratton, but | bet you it was long before the divorce. We have 
pictures of her recent activity, but we felt that it was too risky to bring them with Steve around" Janick said. 


"Well, we're going to have to tell him eventually, and | don't like keeping things from him." 


Adrian gave him a not so sympathetic grin. "Absolutely, it's going to be your head on the chopping block for 
this. We're going to avoid that glare and possible bodily harm for sticking our noses in ‘his' business." 


"Wimps. I'll see if | can break the news to him later tonight, | doubt he'll want to hear this now and | don't want 


to ruin his good mood." 

"Bruce!" Steve called. 

"Yeah?" Bruce snapped to attention. 

"Come check this out!" Steve grinned. 

"That's my cue! Whichever one of you have the photos, bring them tomorrow." 

With that, Bruce jogged the short distance to the mixing board where Steve awaited him. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NN NNN NNN 


It had been confirmed, she was pregnant. Although, she didn't quite know how to feel about it. Sure, she had 
always wanted children, but the situation surrounding how the child was conceived made her think twice about 
keeping it. She was almost too busy wallowing in her own misery that she barely caught the rapping on her 
front door. Sighing, she got up to answer it. 

She was surprised when she opened the door. "Paddy Bowden?" 

She nodded dumbly. "My name is Paul Di'Anno, and | would love to speak with you." 

"l'm not sure |-" 

"If you had a chance to have Bruce, would you take it?" The man, Paul, implored. 


Now she was confused. "How do you know Bruce? How did you find me? How did you-" 


"Please. l'm not here to cause you any harm, l'm just here to help us both get what we want. You just have to 


help me help you." 


Biting her lip, still not knowing what to think of this stranger, but curious enough to hear what he had to say, 
she reluctantly let him in. 


Thirty-Nine 
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Steve was fuming, and Bruce didn't think that it was natural for anyone to turn that shade of purple. Bruce 
had waited like he planned, waiting until after they got out of the studio and after the euphoria of the girls’ 
first day back at school wore off, and now he was thinking that he shouldn't have told him at all. 


Steve paced back and forth. "Dennis?! Our Dennis?! 
Bruce sighed. "Yeah." 


Ripping a hand through his hair, Steve ground his teeth in anger. “That cunh After all | did for her, after 
raising a family together, she goes off with him? Someone | thought was a good mate? We still kept in contact 
even after he was out of Maiden, and he does this? Is this some measure of revenge?" 


"Steve calm down, you'll wake the girls." Bruce got up from his position on the bed and stepped in front of the 
incensed man, putting his hands on his chest to stop his sharp movements. "The reason | told you this was for 
some sort of closure, now that we know what she's up to, we can use this to our advantage later on. This also 


proves that she didn't deserve you; she's not even worth your anger, Steve. Let it go.’ 


‘So you tell me that she's cheated on me and blowing my money on drugs and that son of a bitch and you 
expect me to let it go?" Steve stared at him incredulously. 


"Well, yeah. | mean, sure she cheated on you and you naturally went for the divorce, and it ended up bringing 
us together right? If she hadn't done what she did, the girls would have been here while you were at that 
conference, and they would have never sat on that bench, and we wouldn't be where we are. | don't know 
about you, but from my point of view, although it sounds selfish, it seems that it was worth it. Its the same 
for you, isn't it?" Bruce bit his lip. 


It was Steve's turn to sigh; he placed his hands on Bruce's hips. "You're right. | guess | be more than willing to 
go through this again since it brought me to you. It just.itts a huge blow to not only my pride but my ego as 


well to know that somehow | just wasn't enough for her. It makes me feel. don't know..inadequate | guess." 


Bruce's eyes widened and he smacked Steve's arm, earning a yelp from the older man. "| don't ever want to 


hear you say that again! It was something in that drug infested mind of hers that made her go elsewherel It's 


her fault that she couldn't see you for what you are. | know for a fact that you are more than enough for 


me, and that's all you need to concern yourself with. Fuck what she seemed to think” 


Steve nodded, still not quite sure of himself, and Bruce grinned, stepping forward so that their faces were a 
hair's-breadth apart. "How's about the opportunity to prove that I'm right?" 


He began to pull them towards the bed, and Steve flashed a smirk at him. "I think that's a great idea right 


about now." 


Their lips clashed together just as the back of Bruce's knees bumped the edge of the bed, sending them both 
down with Steve on top. 


"Well?" Paul raised his brows at Paday. 
"| don't know if its going to work | mean, wouldn't this drive them away?" She questioned. 


"We're gonna take this step by step, and if all goes accordingly, I'll get Steve for at least one night and you'll be 


in Bruce's good graces again and you can take it from there." 

Paddy sighed and rubbed her stomach, the way she saw it, there was no other choice. "Okay. I'll do it." 
"Good. | know where they are and we'll put everything in motion tomorrow." 

Paddy just stared out of the floor to ceiling window. Could she really do this, all things considered? 

"Dad, do you see her yet?" Lauren asked, still scouring the crowd of parents and toddlers. 

Steve felt the panic and fear rising. It was after school, and he and Bruce had already picked up Lauren and 
Kerry, but they couldn't seem to find Maisie, and the mass of people were thinning. Spotting his daughter's 
teacher, he quickly approached her. 


"Excuse me, miss. Where's my daughter?" 


"Your daughter? You mean the cute little angel with the curly hair? | thought she was already with you? 
Tanya said that she was already picked up." The woman responded. 


Steve felt his heart sink and the teacher caught the look in his eyes. "Oh my..Tanyal" She raced towards the 
freshly hired teacher's aide. "Tanya!" 


The younger woman's brow furrowed as the teacher spoke to her, she answered and her eyes widened as the 
teacher responded. Together they approached the family, Bruce keeping a hold of Steve with a girl on each 
side, all of them pale. 


‘I'm so sorry, sir! She recognized him so | thought that he was her father. My first day and | already screw 
up. I'm so sorry | didn't knowl" The aide babbled, tears leaking out of her eyes. 


"You let me daughter get carried off by some random bloke that you thought she knew!" Steve looked like he 


was going to be sick. 
"I didn't know, I'm sorry!" 


"You said that she looked like she knew him," Bruce spoke, trying to keep himself composed. "What did he look 
like?" 


"He-he-he he has dark hair, almost black. A-a-and he has a couple of t-tattoos on both of his arms. A-and 


he has a piercing on his right eyebrow." 

Silence. 

"D-dad. Isn't that Unc-" Kerry began. 

"Paul." Steve said softly, his face ashen. 

"Why would he have Maisie? Is..isn't that a good thing? We know him" She implored. 
"Get in the car." Bruce said, taking charge and ushering the group to the car. 

"I'll call the police!" The teacher shouted after them. 


"See that you dol" Bruce responded, nudging Steve into the passenger seat as the girls settled into the back, 


closing the door once he was sure that he was completely in "Do you still have any way of contacting him?" 
Steve nodded numbly. 


Bruce leaned over and whispered in his ear. "Try to calm down and get focused. We don't want the other two 


worrying excessively. We'll call the rest of the blokes to help once we try to contact Paul, yeah?" 
Steve nodded and took a shaky breath as the car pulled out of the parking space. He just hoped that Paul 
wouldn't do anything drastic to hurt his little girl. He couldn't live with himself if something happened to Maisie 


and he wasn't there to protect her. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


"Where are we going, Unca Paul?" 

"It's a surprise, sweetheart." 

"Why aren't you taking me home?" 

"I told you, it's a surprise." He repeated. 

Paddy sat in the passenger side, worrying her lip. Kidnapping? Is this what she would go through just to get 
closer to Bruce? She didn't know if she could go through with this, but she reasoned that she was too far 
deep to really do anything about it now. 

"Why is she here?" 


"Don't worry about it" 


Something wasn't right with this and Maisie knew this, she decided she didn't like her uncle Paul anymore. "l 


want to go home." 


Paul looked at her through the rear-view mirror. "You won't be home for quite a while, sweetheart" And he 


turned his eyes back to the road ahead. 


And Maisie felt the first trickle of tears go down her cheeks. She wanted her daddy. She wanted Bruce. She 


wanted Kerry and Lauren and her other uncles. She wanted to go home. 
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Several hours had passed, and the guys had come over as soon as they had heard what happened. Now they 
were all sitting around Steve at the kitchen table as he tried to get in touch with Paul. So far, it had gone 
straight to voicemail, and each time, their hearts sank lower and lower. Steve sighed and dropped his cell on 
the smooth mahogany surface. 


"Nothing." He said, burying his face in his hands. 


Bruce immediately wrapped his arms around his boyfriend, trying to give him some measure of comfort. "It's 


all going to work out, Steve. Maybe he's going to call back once he sees the missed calls." 
Lauren snorted, "Do you even believe that, Bruce?" 


"There's no need to get snippy here. We're all worried sick an’ it's no time to attack each other." Nicko 
chastised. 


"Sorry Bruce, | know you're just trying to help. I'm just so scared" Lauren sighed. 
‘Its okay, we're all scared" Bruce nodded. 
"| just wish he would call, send a message, something!" Steve was getting desperate. 


Just then, the phone begin to ring and buzz across the table. Steve snatched up the phone and looked at the 


number, Unknown Caller. Taking the chance, he answered. 
"Hello?" 

"Harry." 

"Paull | know you have her, what the hell were you thinking?!" 


Kerry bit her lip, she knew her dad must be feeling rough; he always made sure to avoid using profanity 


around them. 

| want you and Bruce. No one else." 

"Me and Bruce for what?" 

"You'll worry about it when you get here. l'm going to give you the directions..and Steve?" 

"What?" 

"If you love that little girl, you had better be on your best behavior. Bruce as well." 

Steve gulped and motioned for a pen and paper, quickly jotting down the address before the line went dead. 
"What does he want with us?" asked Bruce. 

"Nick. Call Rod and leave the girls with him. Once he's here, make your way to this address, but dear God Nick, 
stay out of sight until the right moment." Steve rewrote the address and tore the paper in half, handing one 
half to the drummer. "| don't know if he's going to make good on any threats. | don't want to risk it, but | know 
we're going to need your help, especially concerning the authorities." 

Steve got up from the chair with the other half and gave Lauren and Kerry a kiss on the temple. Grabbing his 
keys from the corner of the table, he made his way to the doorway of the kitchen, turning back, he looked to 
Bruce. "Let's go." 

Nodding, Bruce went to the girls and gave them both hugs before jogging after Steve. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Paddy felt her heart breaking even more as she watched the little girl curl into a ball on the torn sofa She 
was crying, and asking for her father in soft, pathetic whispers and after each gasping sob, she felt her 
resolve to do this breaking. Paddy turned her head to the door when it opened, Paul stepping into the basement 


floor of the warehouse. 

"They should be here soon. All you have to do is keep an eye on her, and I'll work out the rest for you." Sure 
he was lying through his teeth, he had planned to tie down the singer and make off with Steve, but she didn't 
have to know that. 


"How is this going to get us what we want? This is way beyond rational now." Paddy fretted. 


It was then that she saw the gleam in his pocket. Now it was all clear and there was nothing more persuasive 


than death. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


"Are you sure this is it?" Bruce nibbled on his bottom lip. 
"Positive." Steve answered, cutting off the vehicle and leaning back in the driver's seat, taking deep breaths. 
"| hope he hasn't hurt her." 


"We'll see won't we? There isn't a spot on this earth where he can hide from me if he's so much as nudged 


her in the wrong way" Steve was past the fear and despair, now he was angry. 

Bruce sighed as he looked at his lover, Steve opening his eyes and meeting Bruce's stare. He leaned over the 
console, their lips meeting in a deep, meaningful kiss before they parted, slightly breathless. "Let's go." Steve 
said. 

They both got out of the car and headed to the dim entrance. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Lauren paced the living room as her mind ran a million miles an hour. Despite her father's wishes, she had to 
find a way to get to that address. She was convinced that she would be able to help in someway, she just had 
to get there first. Her uncles had already left them with Rod and the house was quiet, too quiet. She suddenly 
stopped midway as an idea ran through her head; she turned and bolted out of the living room to get Rod. 


"Are you sure they won't mind?" Rod questioned for the third time. 


"Yes, I'm sure." Lauren answered, she was sure that her father was going to be furious, but now wasn't the 


time for second thoughts. 

"And you know where this place is?" 

She recited the address to him. 

"Isn't that the old warehouse where they used to store damaged music equipment?" 

| don't know. | don't care. If you know where it is, just keep focused on driving and get us there." 
"Pushy little thing, aren't you." 


"She's always sassy." 


Lauren stuck her tongue out at Kerry from her position in the passenger's seat, and Rod kept his gaze on the 
journey ahead. 


"So this is where he's keeping her? How cheesy." Dave muttered. 


"Let's worry more about getting around without being seen. We can worry about tackiness later." Adrian 


replied 

"If | were a kidnapper, where would | ‘ide someone?" 

"Nick, if you were a kidnapper we wouldn't be together.” Janick rolled his eyes. 

Nicko decided to ignore him as he began to pace around the side of the building. 

"Well, well. Look who we have here.” 

"Where's Maisie?" Steve glared at Paul. 

"There, there now. We'll get to what you want, but right now it's about what | want." 

"What do you want?" It was Bruce that spoke this time. 

"Simple. Harry." 

Steve's eyes widened as he caught his drift. "Me?" 

"Yeah. You." 

"Like hell." 

Paul reached behind him and pulled out a gun. "We can do this one of two ways. One, | tie Bruce up and you go 
willingly and nobody gets hurt. Or two, | can kill you both and those girls will have to come to terms as to why 
daddy and his little fuck is dead." 


"What about Maisie?" Bruce asked, his face pale. 


"What about her? She's around; | just used her to guarantee that you'll be here. But, nothing says me and my 
little friend." He waved his gun. ".here won't be paying her a visit if things don't go so smoothly.’ 


"You son of a bitch." Steve spat. 
Paul chuckled. "It's just one of my many traits.” 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NN NNN NNN 


Paddy couldn't take it anymore, her conscience couldn't handle this. She stood up from her chair and 
approached the little girl. Kneeling down, she nudged her with fingers, biting her lip as the red rimmed eyes 
looked to her. 


"Come on, sweetheart” She sighed. "Let's see about getting you home." 
Taking her hand, Maisie followed Paddy through a door on the opposite side of the room. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


"Park here." Lauren instructed, getting out the car as soon as it stopped, immediately heading for the 


warehouse. 
‘Lauren, wait" Kerry whispered loudly. 

Lauren continued on her path to the abandoned building 
"Lauren!" 

"What?!" She stopped, turning to glare at Kerry. 


"Who's that?" Rod pondered as he got out of the car, his gaze locked onto two shadows moving at a large 


distance away from them. 


"Wait a minute." Lauren muttered under her breath. "That second shadow looks a bit small. Let's go check it 


out!" 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Bruce eyed Paul silently as he tied the last knot on the ropes that bound him. He had thought about them 
both attacking Paul at once, but the crazed look in the former singer's eyes told him that he and Steve would 
be shot dead before they even made it to him. So he bided his time as Paul handcuffed Steve to an iron ring 


on a nearby pillar, and allowed himself to be tied to a badly worn wooden chair. 


Satisfied with his handiwork, Paul turned his back on Bruce and made his way to Steve. "Time for us to go 
somewhere a bit more.private, if you would" He grinned as he set Steve free and pushed the gun into his 


back. "Let's go sunshine." 


The sound of the door closing marked their departure. 
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"You're not going to get away with this." 

"Yeah. Whatever. Just keep going.” 

"IF you think I'm going to let you fuck me, you best think again" 
"Like | said, keep going." 


Steve ground his teeth; he didn't have a lot of options, they were rapidly leaving the area surrounding the 


warehouse and were quickly moving between crates in what looked to be an abandoned construction site. 
"Slow down. We're almost there." 
Steve narrowed his eyes as they tried to adjust to the darkness around them. In the distance he could see 


yards and yards of grainy sand and rocks, which ended abruptly as there seemed to be a ledge that led to a 
deep plunge. Of what, he didn't know and hoped he didn't get to find out. 


"Stop, here." Paul turned Steve around and began to nuzzle his neck, Steve cringing at the feel of being violated, 


but held his ground when he felt the point of the gun at his side, seemingly burning a hole through his skin 

A plan ran through Steve's mind, and he began to respond to Paul's advances. Their lips met in a hard, bruising 
kiss and Paul moaned into Steve's mouth as their tongues clashed in an epic battle of will. He pressed his knee 

between Paul thighs, fighting the urge to gag when he felt the other man start to rock his hard flesh against 
it. When he felt the gun lower his side and brush off his hip, he took his chance. He bit down hard on Paul's 


tongue and slammed his knee up into his groin, the other man crumbling to the ground in pain. 


He kicked the gun away and pounced on Paul, he was going to pay for putting him and his family through this. 


RUN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


"Maybe we should just go through the entrance." Adrian drolled. 


"We might alert the wrong people.” Janick responded. 
"Well | don't know about you, but I'm going through the front.” 


Adrian turned and made his way to the double doors at the front of the building. Not wanting to leave him 
alone, the rest of the group hurried after him. 


When they went inside, they immediately spotted Bruce in the middle of the room. Bruce turned his head as 


far as he could at the commotion, and began to babble into the tape on his mouth. 

"Hold on We're comin." Nicko approached him and tore off the duct tape. 

"FUCK!" The singer shouted as the material pulled at his stubble, causing the other four to laugh at him. 
Dave was the first to recover. "Where's Harry?" 

"| don't know, but they can't be far from here. Find a way to untie me and we'll go find him’ 


Nicko pulled out a good-sized pocket knife, which caused Janick to scowl at him. "Shut it; it came in ‘andy, didn't 
it?" 


Apparently it did, for Janick kept his mouth shut and turned his head away. 
"Hey! Hey stop!" Lauren called out, her breathing harsh as she tried to catch the two figures. 


The larger one stopped and turned in her direction, and the small one tore away from her and made its way to 


her. 

Its Maisie!" Kerry shouted, right behind Lauren. 

"Kay! Laurie!" The toddler shouted as she got closer, her little legs causing her to stumble a bit. 

Lauren wrapped her arms around her youngest sister when she got close enough and hoisted her in the air, 
spinning the toddler around. Kerry closed her arms around them both once they stopped spinning and the three 
girls babbled as tears leaked down their faces. Rod eyed the woman that came out of the shadows. 


"Paddy" He snarled. 


| know what you're thinking. | couldn't go through with it. Seeing as I'm.never mind. | just had to find a way to 


get her home, she's done nothing to me." 

"You're what, Paddy?" Lauren looked at her suspiciously. 

"You don't miss much, do you young lady?" 

"No, now what were you going to say? It might end up saving your hide." 
Paddy sighed. "I'm pregnant.” 


Rod sucked in a breath. He had been at the hospital and Bruce had told them what had happened. Putting two 


and two together, it was all too obvious who the father was. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Paul recovered as quickly as he could as a few blows landed on his jaw. Using all his strength, he was able to 
topple Steve over and deliver some punches of his own before crawling for the gun. Steve jumped on his back 
and wrapped his arm around his neck, trying to subdue him. Paul pushed up on his knees with difficulty and 


threw his elbow into Steve's side, Steve's grunts marking each blow until he was forced to let go. 


Paul went for the gun again, Steve diving just in time to knock the gun over the ledge. With a scream of pure 
rage, Paul got up on his feet and yanked Steve up, turning him around and punching him in the jaw. Steve 
knocked the wind out of him when his fist connected with his gut, both spinning to the ground as Paul lost his 
balance. Steve broke free and rolled, coming back up on his feet. 


The other man staggered up, blood leaking from his mouth from a previous shot to his cheek; growling, he 
pulled out a knife and ran towards Steve. With no other option in mind, Steve bent down and ran towards him, 


tackling him and sending them both over the ledge. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


"How is he, doctor?" Bruce inquired, his voice laced with exhaustion and fear. 


"Well.he has two cracked ribs, which should be able to fix themselves with time, cuts and scrapes practically 
everywhere, and he has a deep bruise on his upper back, which should heal itself in time as well, but my 

greatest concern is his head. He must have hit it on their way down and the impact caused a contusion on his 
brain. We're going to give it some time to see if it resolves itself, but if it doesn't we're going to have to get 


him into surgery. Compared to the other fellow, | say he came out lucky." 
"Shite." Nicko said softly. 


The police had arrived not long after Rod had called them, and the whole situation became chaotic as everyone 


was pulled aside and asked questions. Soon the main concern shifted towards finding Steve and Paul. The search 


led them to a bankrupt construction site and a young rookie had the idea to look over the ledge, finding a huge 
pile of broken crates. Upon inspection, Paul and Steve were found among the wreckage; Steve was barely 
breathing and Paul was already dead, a large piece of wood protruding through his forehead from the back of 


his head. An ambulance and forensic team was contacted immediately. 


Although she was taken into custody, they hadn't decided what to do with Paddy just yet. Everyone's main 


concern was Steve. 

"I know this is a stupid question, but is there anything that we can do?" Janick asked. 

"Well, he's being transported to the ICU, but | would say that you lot keep visiting him. Maybe the love and 
support will bring about good things." The doctor said gently. "But for now, its best that you all get a good 
night's sleep. He'll still be here in the morning, of that I'm sure." 

Nodding, the tired group left the room and made their way out of the hospital to a nearby hotel. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


This went on for three weeks; the group would visit Steve two at a time while he was in ICU. Not too long 
after the surgery to drain the fluid from his brain, Steve's swelling went down and he was able to be moved 
to a regular room. Since he was listed as a potential caretaker if anything happened to him after the divorce 
with Lorraine, Bruce decided to take the girls out of school and set them up to be homeschooled; after the 
whole episode with the kidnapping, he just didn't feel comfortable leaving them in the hands of any teacher or 
school, no matter what they guaranteed. 

One day while they geared up for yet another trip, Bruce's phone rang. 

"Hello?" 

"Mr. Dickinson?" 

"Yes, this is him" 

"This is Dr. Levesque; you might want to hurry down here. Steve's awake." 

Bruce didn't waste any time telling everyone else before they piled into their cars and headed for the hospital. 


"Wait. There's something | need to tell you lot before you go in there." Dr. Levesque halted them before going 


in the room. 


"Talk later, we want to see him" Bruce said, trying to get past him. 


"But" 
"Please! Just let us through!" Kerry pleaded. 

Sighing, the doctor stepped out of the way and watched as the group piled into the room. 
"Daddy!" Maisie squealed as Bruce sat her on the hospital bed. 

The men and older girls frowned when Steve looked at the small girl oddly. 

"Arry? Wot's wrong?" Nicko implored. 


"Harry? | thought my name was Steve?" Steve shifted his confused gaze at the doctor. "Who are all these 


people?" 


Dr. Levesque sighed and approached the right side of the hospital bed. "This is what | wanted to tell you. The 


solid blow to the head..it caused him..well it caused him to lose his memory." 


Š Fin~ 


